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'■-  Vanity  Fair 


Announcing! 
VANITY    FAIR'S    COLLEGE    HUMOUR    CONTEST 


Vanity  Fair  offers  $1000.  in  prizes 
for  the  three  best  contributions 
submitted  by  undergraduate  col- 
lege students. 

Articles  submitted  for  the  contest 
must  be  in  prose,  between  1000 
and  2000  words  in  length.  They 
must  be  received  not  later  than 
noon,  Feb.  1,  1926.  They  must 
deal,  wittily  but  wisely,  with  col- 
legiate life  or  any  other  phase  of 
the  life  of  the  day. 

The  first  prize  will  be  $500;  the 
second  prize  $300;  the  third  prize 
$200.  The  judges  will  be  George 
S.  Chappell,  Anita  Loos,  and  John 
Y.  A.  Weaver, 


Vanity  Fair  has  always  encouraged 
the  development  of  the  younger 
school  of  humorists.  It  was  the 
first  to  recognize  the  talent,  and  to 
publish  the  manuscripts,  of  such 
men  as  Robert  C.  Benchley, Robert 
E.  Sherwood,  Donald  Ogden  Stew- 
art,GeorgeS.  Chappell,  E.E.Cum- 
mings,  and  John  V.  A.  Weaver,  the 
literary  interests  of  all  of  whom 
dated  from  their  college  days. 

Through  this  contest,  Vanity  Fair  hopes 
to  obtain  some  notable  contributions,  in 
an  entertaining  vein,  based  on  the  point 
of  view  of  the  younger  American. 

Vanity  Fair  will  purchase  many  contri- 
butions at  its  regular  rates,  even  though 
they  are  not  awarded  prizes. 


For  more  complete  details  and  conditions 
of  the  contest,  see  the  December  issue  of 


VANITY  FAIR 


Goblin 


TRAVEL  COMFORT 

The  nausea  of  Sea,  Train  and 
Car  Sickness  promptly  relieved. 
Experienced  travelers  all  testify 
to  its  positive  action.  25  years 
in  use.  7JC  &  $1_JO  0i  Drug  Stores 

3  or  direct  on  receipt  of  Price 

Th»  Mothers1  '1  Remedy  Co.,  Montreal. 


When  I  was  janitor  in  the  insane 
asylum,  I  slept  in  the  cellar;  and  all 
the  women  were  wild  over  me. 

— Octopus. 

*  *       * 

"Yes,  Jeremiah,  Alice  said  that  last 
night  she  dreamed  she  was  dancing 
with  you." 

"You  thrill  me  all  to  pieces, 
Hezekiah." 

" and    then    she    woke    up    to 

find  her  kid  brother  pounding  her  feet 
with  a  flat  iron." 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

An  inspector  asked  a  class  with 
what  weapon  Samson  slew  the  Philis- 
tines.   He  got  no  reply. 

"What  is  this?"  he  asked,  pointing 
to  his  jawbone. 

"The  jawbone  of  an  ass!"  was  the 
prompt  reply  of  a  scholar, 

— Buen  Humor,   Madrid. 

*  *       * 

Bridget  (who  is  giving  a  month's 
notice)  :  "Please,  ma'am,  I've  got  a 
place  at  an  asylum."  "But,  Bridget," 
protested  her  mistress,  "you've  had  no 
experience  whatever,  have  you?" 
"Well,  ma'am,"  said  Bridget,  with  a 
smile,  "I've  been  here  nearly  two 
years." 

— Dartford  Chronicle. 

*  *       * 

In  a  court  the  prosecuting  lawyer 
said:  "It  is  clear  that  the  accused  is  a 
man  of  criminal  tendencies.  He  always 
keeps  the  worst  possible  company.  At 
an  early  age  he  made  the  acquaintance 
of  the  police,  and  he  has  often  been 
before  this  court." 

— Fliegende  Blaetier,  Munich. 

"Maud  went  to  an  astrologer  to 
find  out  when  was  the  best  time  to  get 
married." 

"What  did  he  tell  her?" 
"He  took  one  look  at  her  and  told 
her  to  grab  the  first  chance." 

— Western  Daily    Telegraph. 


"Give  me  a  sentence  with  the  word 
'devise'." 

"It's  devise  bird  that  gets  up  early 
to  get  the  worm." 

— Tennessee  Mugwump. 

*  *       * 

Country  Boy:  "Naw,  I  ain't  sell- 
in'  this  big  trout,  mister.  Yer  ain't  got 
money  enough  to  buy  it. 

City  Angler:  "Well,  at  least  let 
me  measure  it,  so  I  can  truthfully  say 
how  big  the  trout  was  that  got  away 
from  me." 

— Pitt  Panther. 

*  *       * 

"I  hear  the  Alpha  Sorority  has  a 
house  full  of  social  lights." 

"Yeah.  They're  about  twenty-five 
scandal  power  this  season." 

— Oklahoma   Whirlwind. 


"Does  your  son  write  any  poetry?" 
"Well,    most    of    his    cheque    book 
stubs  read  'Owed  to  a  bird'." 

— Frivol. 


A  NATURAL 
BEAUTY 

Enjoy  a  youthful 
appearance  of  ex- 
quisite charm  minus 
that  "made  up"  look. 
A  beauty  so  natural,  the 
use  of  a  toilet  prepara- 
tion cannot  be  detected. 
Made  in  White  -  Flesh  -  Rachel 

GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

Send  toe.  for  Trial  Size 
Ferd.  T.  Hopkins  &.  Son,  Montreal 
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jrjr  this  Recipe/ 


Then   write  for  our  latest  Recipe 

Book  —  free.       It    tells   you    how 

CROWN  BRAND— besides  being  a  delicious 

table  syrup— can    be    used    In    cooking    to 

make  many  appetizing  dishes. 

CORN  GEMS 

I  pint  Cwmuaal         1  E(f  •  W  *up  l«n—l*l  Camatarah 

•  H  CUP*  Flour  I  uupoen  Salt  1  taaapoona  Baking  Powder 

I  taaapoon  Soda  I  pint  Buttarmllk         Kiuj  Matola 


1  pint  Buttarmllk  Kt 

IH  «ablaapa«i»a(grown  Brand  i 


Sift  dry  Ingredient*  together.  Add  Crown  Brand  Syrup 
and  beaten  egg  to  buttermilk  and  mix  quickly  with  dry 
Ingredient*.  Cut  In  th*  Maiol*  last.  Bake  in  gem  pana 
•aid  withMasola. 


EDWARDSBURG 

CROWN 

BRAND 

CORN  SYRUP. 

ATtiend  qftt%»  Family 


CR8, 


The    CANADA   STARCH  CO.,  LIMITED- MONTREAL 


Goblin 


Created  for  90%  of  all  motor  car  buyers 
who  can  afford  to  invest  in  a  moderately 

priced  automobile 


REO  SEDAN 

$2370 

Plus  Freight 
All  Taxes  Paid 


Fashioned,  finished  and  tailored 
to  unite  youthful  smartness  with 
grace  and  dignity.  Sweeping 
lines;  low  cradled  body;  two-tone 
color  treatment. 

Dimensioned,  upholstered  and 
tired  to  deliver  rare  riding  com- 
fort for  five  passengers.  Four 
wide  doors;  generous  leg  room; 
wide,  deep  seats;  four  genuine 
balloon  tires. 


Powered,  balanced  and  equipped 
for  road  mastery,  driving  con- 
venience and  safety.  Six-cylinder, 
50  h.  p.  engine;  double-frame 
chassis;  120-inch  wheelbase; 
powerful  brakes. 

Priced  to  provide  real  sedan  com- 
fort for  but  little  more  than 
coach  price.  Actually,  more  the 
"Gold  Standard  of  Values"  than 
ever  before. 


REO  MOTOR  CAR  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 


Windsor,  Ontario 
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The  Dying  Shopper 

(Tune:  "The  Dying  Hobo") 

'Twas  in  a  downtown  Hospital 
A  Christmas  shopper  lay, 
Her  friend  knelt  down  by  her  to  hear 
The  last  words  she  should  say. 
The  crowds  of  bargain  hunters 
Had  turned  her  hair  to  grey 
But  from  her  gory  deathbed 
These  words  she  then  did  say: 

Oh,  I'm  going  io  a  better  land 
Where  everything  is  bright; 
Where  neckties  grow  on  bushes 
And  the  stores  are  closed  each  night; 
You  don't  have  to  shop 
Or  ride  in  stuffy  cars 
And  presents  fall  like  rain-drops, 
From  bob-sleighs  to  cigars. 

Tell  my  husband  back  in  the  dear  old  duplex 

That  my  life  with  him  is  past; 

Just  say  my  price  has  been  marked  down 

And  I  haven't  long  to  last. 

Her  head  fell  back,  she  gave  a  deep  sigh ; 

She  had  sung  her  last  refrain. 

Her  comrade  swiped  her  Christmas  list 

And  joined  the  fray  again. 

For  she's  gone  to  a  better  land 
Where  uncles  all  like  socks; 
Where    handkerchiefs     please 

nephews 
And  children  play  with  blocks; 
You  don't  have  io  fret 
O'er  a  gift  for  old  Aunt  Jane 
And  you  take  your  last  year's 

presents 
And  send  them  back  again! 

—J.  E.  McD. 

Epitaph 

Here's   interred — 
Sister  Kate ; 
Golfer  yelled, 
"Fore,"    too    late. 


'Twas  Christmas 
'Twas   Christmas,    Merry   Christmas, 
Beside  the  Zuyder  Zee, 
And  all   the  little   Zuyders 
Were   drinking   cider,    see? 
Jim  Zuyder  saw  Ann  Zuyder 
Sat  down  beside  her.    She 
Said,    "Hie!    All   us   she   Shuyders 
Like  you  be  Shuyders,  shee?" 

— Huron    Barnes. 


Kid:  "Gee,  I  wish  you  were  my  mother." 
Lady  (touched):  "And  why,  my  little  man?" 
Kid:  "  'Cos  I  want  those  stockings  io  hang  up." 
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Solicitous  Hostess   (at  Christmas  party):   "Wont  you   have   a  little  more   ice   cream, 

Johnny?" 
Johnny:  "Just  a  mouthful,  please." 
Hostess:  "Jennie,  fill  up  Master  Johns  plate." 


Legal 

"What's  the  next  case?"  asked  the 
judge. 

"The  prisoner  was  arrested  for  og- 
ling women,  Your  Honour." 

"Oh!  I  see.  A  sort  of  stare-case?" 
remarked  the  judge,  whereat  the  court 
was  adjourned  for  a  few  days. 
*       *       * 
I   liked  poor  Uncle  Bill  because 
He  helped  me  out  so  much 
In   fact  I'd  almost  say  he  was 
"A    kin    I    loved    to    touch." 

"The  woman  pays!"  laughed  the 
villain  as  he  dropped  his  unstamped 
love-letter  into  the  post-box. 


'Oh,  doctor,  what  shall  I  do  for  Willie's  ears,  they  stick  out  so?' 
'Very  simple,  madam,  give  him  a  radio  for  Christmas." 


"It's  a  nize  coat,  Rachel,  but,  ol,  so  expensive!" 

"Co  ahead,  if  you  like  it,  take  it — don  I  be  so  Scotch!" 
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Reading  from  left  to  right:  The  Cautious 
Stag,  whose  last  dance  was  beautiful,  but 
dumb;  he  is  not  to  be  caught  again.  The 
Disappointed  Stag:  only  one  dance  in  the 
evening  with  HER,  and  then  some  poor 
sap  cuts  in.  The  Hopeful  Stag:  engages 
the  next  two  dances,  but  his  signals  were 
intercepted  by  Miss  Not-Beautiful-but- 
Dumb  and  eagerly  accepted.  The  Dis- 
appearing Stag,  whose  presence  is  divided 
between  the  ballroom  and  locker  room. 
The  Indifferent  Stag,  who  dances  half  a 
dance,  an  evening;  and  lastly,  our  friend, 
the  Stagger  Stag. 


Barnes. 


Brass  Buttons! ! 


Drawings   by, 
A.   B.   SAWTELLE 


Margot  (nee  Mary)  has  just 
returned  from  abroad  and  is 
here  seen  doing  her  Parisian 
stuff.  She  is  having  a  hard 
time,  however,  in  convincing 
her  home  town  that  she  isnt 
still  the  sweet,  simple  little 
maid  that  left  them  a  few 
months  before. 
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The  couple,  who  haven't  been  seen 
in  the  ballroom  since  the  first  dance, 
make  their  appearance  at  "Cod 
Save  the  King." 


Horace  does  the  big  thing  and  is 
rewarded  by  Maybelle's  girlish  con- 
fidences that  she  adores  to  dance 
and  the  floor  is  wonderful  and  the 
music  divine!!! 


The  girl  from  Ottawa  with  the  new 
and  extremely  potent  line. 


'The  Makings." 


And  Jane,  who  has  been  in  training 
all  fall,  and  will  always  oblige  with 
a  solo  "Charleston." 
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The   Debutante's  Christmas   Carol 

It  was  Christmas  eve.  Such  a  beautiful,  clear,  crisp 
Christmas  eve!  The  moonlight  lay  soft  on  the  snow-covered 
roofs  like  a  great  white  wing  drooping  from  heaven.  All  the 
little  houses  of  the  town  were  snuggling  together  to  keep 
each  other  warm  and  the  firelight  flickered  behind  the  win- 
dow shades  to  tell  the  chance  passer-by  of  stockings  hung  up 
and  bright  little  eyes  wide  with  expectancy  and  wonder  with- 
in. From  the  distance  could  be  heard  the  voices  of  the  waits 
as  they  sang  in  front  of  some  large  home.  They  were 
only  foolish  twentieth  century  waits,  but  they  sang  just  as 
lustily,  took  their  favors  just  as  readily  and  their  noses  were 
just  as  cold  as  any  waits  that  ever  sang, 

"God  rest  you,  merry  gentlemen, 
May  nothing  you  dismay!" 
years  ago  in  dear  old  Merrie  England  of  roast  beef  and 
Yorkshire  pudding  fame. 

The  little  debutante  had  danced  and  danced  and  chat- 
tered and  smiled  and  tried  to  look  a  little  bit  older  than 
she  was  all  evening.  She  had  slipped  away  seven  times  to 
look  at  herself  in  the  mirror  in  her  new  dress  that  everyone 
admired  so  much,  especially  that  tall  dark  boy  from  Mont- 
real ;  she  had  sipped  the  punch,  smoked  half  a  cigarette 
and  flirted  a  little  with  funny  old  Mr.  Doofus-Goofus  and 
a  lot  with  young  Mr.  Bobby  Bestlook.  In  fact,  she  had  had 
a  lovely  time ;  now  she  was  home  again,  had  kissed  her 
mother  and  father,  said  her  prayers  and  slipped  into  bed. 
The  house  was  very  still. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  noise  on  the  roof.  A  terrible 
clatter  of  hoofs  and  a  deep  jovial  voice  cried  out    : 

"Whoa,  Prancer!   Whoa,   Dancer!" 

At  the  word  Dancer  the  little  debutante  sat  straight 
up  in  bed.  There  was  a  scuffling  noise  in  the  great  living 
room  downstairs  and  a  minute  later  a  jolly  old  ruddy-faced 
man  in  a  red  jacket  stood  before  her. 

"I'm  Santa  Claus,"  said  the  little  old  man. 

"Why,  of  course,"  said  the  little  debutante  to  cover 
up  the  fact  that  for  the  moment  it  had  slipped  her  mind 
that  it  was  Christmas. 

Santa  Claus  had  two  big  books  under  his  arm;  one  big 
white  one  entitled,  "Good  Little  Girls  and  Boys"  and  one 
black  one  entitled,  "Bad  Little  Girls  and  Boys."  He  soon 
found  the  little  debutante's  name  in  the  white  book  so  he 


"Do  you  see  spots  before  your  eyes  and  faint?' 
"If  I  saw  a  ten-spot  I  probably  would!" 


"I  just   caught  a  fellow   going   through   my  pockets." 

"What  did  you  say  to  him?" 

"What  could  I  say?     He  Was  a  stranger  to  me." 

looked  kindly  at  her  and  asked  her  what  she  would  like  for 
Christmas. 

The  little  debutante  was  in  a  quandary. 

"You  see,"  she  said,  "Daddy  gave  me  a  lovely  ring 
and  Mummy  a  runabout  and  Aunt  Martha  a  fur  coat  and 
Uncle  Jim  a  big  fat  cheque  and  Grand-daddy  a  lovely — 
Oh,  I  know  Santa,  there's  just  one  thing  in  the  world  I 
want.    Will  you  teach  me  the  Charleston?" 

The  little  debutante  rubbed  her  eyes  very  hard  for 
Santa  had  disappeared. 

"I  must  have  been  dreaming,"  said  the  little  debutante. 
"I  guess  there  is  no  Santa  Claus." 
*       *       * 

Make-believe 

The  brothers  were  gathered  around  the  fraternity  fire- 
place. There  was  "Pep"  Peppitt,  "Stew"  Stewart, 
"Aitch"  Aitchison,  "Bung"  Bungell,  and  several  other 
assorted  brothers  whose  names  were,  variously,  Smith, 
Schwartz,  Black  and  Zsbywicz. 

"Rah!  Rah!  Rah!"  exclaimed  "Pep"  Peppitt. 

"Rah!"  echoed  "Stew"  Stewart. 

"Let's  get  up  an  initiation,"  suggested  "Aitch"  Aitchi- 
son. 

" — or  a  pajama  parade,"  added  "Bung"  Bungell. 

" — or  indulge  in  some  other  wild  prank,"  chimed  in 
Bros.  Smith,  Schwartz,  Black  and  Zsbywicz,  waving  pen- 
nants. 

"Collitch  life  is  wonderful,"  exclaimed  "Pep"  Peppitt. 

"The  best  days  of  my  life,"  echoed  "Stew"  Stewart. 

"Let's  haze  a  freshman,"  suggested  "Aitch"  Aitchison. 

— "or  beat  up  a  professor,"  added  "Bung"  Bungell. 

" — or  sing,"  chimed  in  Bros.  Smith,  Schwartz,  Black 
and  Zsbywicz,  waving  gin  bottles. 

"Come  on,  you bunch  of  extras,"  called  the 

movie  director,  "we're  ready  to  shoot  this  college  scene." 

— Keith  Crombie. 
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Some  Christmas  Types 

George  Crolling:  George's  family 
live  in  Vancouver,  but  George,  himself, 
works  in  Montreal.  Three  hundred 
and  sixty-two  days  in  the  year  he 
scarcely  even  thinks  of  them,  but  from 
December  24th  to  26th,  inclusive,  he 
is  always  practically  prostrated  with 
home-sickness.  Christmas  Eve  invari- 
ably finds  him  full  of  Scotch,  crying 
bitterly  and  repeating  over  and  over 
to  anyone  who  will  listen  the  tragic 
phrase,  "Three  thousand  miles  from 
home — three  thousand  miles  from 
home."  One  time  he  tried  to  phone 
his  family  by  long  distance  but  some- 
thing went  wrong  and  he  found  him- 
self talking  to  an  operator  in  Kansas 
City.  He  asked  her  to  look  him  up 
if  she  ever  came  to  Montreal.  That's 
George  all  over. 

"Uncle  Ben"  Nadders:  "Uncle 
Ben"  in  his  big  fur  coat  looks  like  the 
spirit  of  Christmas  itself.  Hale  and 
hearty  he  greets  everybody  he  knows 
with  a  "Merry  Christmas,  old  boy," 
a  "Season's  Greetings  to  you,"  or 
some  other  similar  phrase.  Christmas 
morning  he  gives  the  postman  a  fifteen 
cent  tip  and  his  family  have  roast 
pork  for  dinner  because  turkey  is  so 
expensive. 

Betty  McQuentin:  Betty  is  twenty 
this  year  and  her  Christmas  season 
bids  fair  to  be  even  more  strenuous  than 
last  year's.  Last  year  her  program 
was  as  follows  for  three  days :  Decem- 


Thug:  "IVotcha  say  yuh  woik  at?" 

Victim:  "I-I'm  '  Light' nin   Dan,  the  two-gun  hero  in  those  Western  movies." 


Mother:    "Little    boys 
seen  and  not  heard." 

Small  son:  "What  do  you  link  I  am, 
a  movie  actor?" 


ber  twenty-third,  skating  in  the  morn- 
ing, lunch  with  Arthur,  tea-dance  with 
Billy,  dinner-party  at  home,  dance  in 
the  evening.  December  twenty-fourth, 
breakfast  at  Dick's  at  the  close  of  last 
night's  party,  hair-dresser's  in  the 
morning,  lunch  with  Ernie,  matinee 
with  Fred,  dinner  at  Gordon's,  Christ- 
mas Eve  party.  December  twenty-fifth 
— just  as  bad.  She  goes  South  after 
New  Year's  to  recuperate. 

Harmony  Jackson:  Harmony  never 
spends  any  money  buying  Christmas 
presents — she  just  makes  everything 
herself.  Last  year  she  sent  Herb 
Rogers  an  embroidered  table-cover 
with   a  note  attached,   "Do  bachelors 


have  hope-chests?"  Herb  has  been 
avoiding  her  ever  since. 

Harry  Laughlin:  Harry  has  the 
"better  -  come  -  on-up-and-have-Christ- 
mas-dinner-wirh-us"  complex.  Any 
stray  bond-salesman  or  insurance  agent 
with  no  home  to  go  to  can  always  be 
sure  of  a  bid  from  Harry.  Last  year 
Harry  and  his  wife  planned  to  have  a 
party  of  six,  but  by  dinner  time  on 
Christmas  it  had  grown  to  nineteen — 
which  would  have  been  splendid  ex- 
cept for  the  fact  that  there  was  only 
food  enough  for  twelve. 

Will  Corney:  Will  is  the  sort  of 
fellow  who  orders  four  hundred  Christ- 

(Continued    on    page    46) 
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Christmas 


'This,'  said  Mr.  Pickwick,  looking  round  him,  'this 
is,  indeed,  comfort.' 

'Our  invariable  custom,'  replied  Mr.  Wardle. 
'Everybody  sits  down  with  us  on  Christmas  Eve,  as  you 
see  them  now — servants  and  all ;  and  here  we  wait  till  the 
clock  strikes  twelve,  to  usher  Christmas  in,  and  while  away 
the  time  with  forfeits  and  old  stories.  Trundle,  my  boy, 
rake  up  the  fire.' 

"Up  flew  the  bright  sparks  in  myriads  as  the  logs  were 
stirred,  and  the  deep,  red  blaze  sent  forth  a  rich  glow,  that 
penetrated  into  the  furthest  corner  of  the  room,  and  cast 
its  cheerful  tint  on  every  face." 

Our  conception  of  Christmas  and  the  Christmas  spirit 
is  a  remarkable  thing.  A  photograph  of  California  bathing 
beauties  receiving  present  from  a  bathing-suited  Santa 
Claus,  recently  syndicated  through  the  continent's  illus- 
trated weeklies,  seemed  shocking  and  almost  sacrilegious  to 
many  of  us  who  have  come  to  regard  the  jovial  saint  and 
his  reindeers,  with  his  strange  association  with  the  three 
wise  men  and  their  star,  with  a  mystic  awe.  And  yet  viewed 
with  the  scientific  eyes  of  our  day  our  Christmas  customs 
are  a  strangely  heterogeneous  collection  of  unrelated  myths. 
In  the  first  place,  December  the  twenty-fifth,  we  have  it 
on  the  authority  of  Bede,  was  the  day  on  which  the  ancient 
Angli  celebrated  the  turn  of  the  year  with  weird  ceremonial. 
There  seems  little  or  no  chance  that  it  was  in  reality  the 


birthday  of  our  Lord,  which  was  for  four  centuries  taken 
in  the  East  to  be  January  6th.  From  the  ancient  German 
and  Celtic  celebration  of  the  return  of  the  sun  we  have 
appropriated,  holly,  mistletoe,  wassail  and  the  Yule  log. 
St.  Nicholas,  himself,  whose  day  was  formerly  December 
6th,  was  a  bishop  of  Myra  in  the  fourth  century,  who  be- 
came the  patron  saint  of  children,  virgins,  sailors,  thieves 
and  Russia.  The  Christmas  tree  traces  its  genesis  to  ancient 
Egypt,  and  Christmas  cards  originated  in  the  last  century. 

Through  the  centuries,  mistaken  symbolism,  inaccurate 
tradition  and  haphazard  observance  have  built  up  the  most 
beautiful  legendry  of  all  time.  What  does  it  matter  that  a 
host  of  customs,  unrelated  save  in  spirit,  to  the  tale  of  the 
shepherds  watching  their  flocks  by  night,  the  carolling  in 
the  sky  and  the  Child  in  the  manger,  have  crept  into  our 
observance  of  the  day?  The  result  has  become  an  occasion 
when  the  most  purely  intellectualized  among  us  is  unable 
to  avoid  being  touched  by  its  mellowing  influence ;  it  is  an 
opportunity  for  an  enlightened  age  to  give  vent  to  its  pent- 
up  mysticism;  we  are  richer  for  its  existence.  Even  to-day, 
when  the  season  is  in  great  danger  of  becoming  com- 
mercialized, its  beauty  reaches  down  into  our  souls  very 
potently  and  its  message  strikes  our  ears  not  entirely  satiri- 
cally: 

"Peace   on    Earth,    Goodwill    toward   men!" 


v. 
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Happiness 

She  attended  so  many  dinners  her 
digestion  was  ruined. 

She  was  constantly  worried  about 
this  trivial  detail  and  that. 

Her  nerves  were  worn  to  a  frazzle 
from  fitting  on  clothes,  ordering  clothes, 
exchanging  clothes,  and  arranging 
clothes. 

She  could  not  sleep  nights  from 
worry  lest  something  might  go  wrong 
at  the  last  moment. 

She  drove  her  family  to  distraction 
with  her  irritability  and  indecision. 

Her  father  complained  that  he  could 
never  get  near  the  telephone  and  that 
he  would  be  ruined  financially. 

Her  mother  sometimes  broke  into 
unaccountable  fits  of  sobbing  in  her 
presence. 

Her  brother  said  it  was  hell. 

She  herself  lost  nine  pounds  in  two 
weeks. 

Yet  it  was  the  happiest  period  of  her 
life  for 

She  was  about  to  be  married ! 

— R.  K.  H. 

=fc  *  * 

In  Vino  Veritas 

She  lit  a  cigarette  and  tossed  off 
her  seventh  glass  of  champagne. 

"You  know,"  she  said,  "I  think  I 
could  love  you." 

She  was  addressing  the  waiter. 

—CCS. 

*  $  * 

Waxed  Floors 

I   like  waxed   floors. 

After  I  rewaxed  and  polished  ours 
the  other  week,  a  neighbor  who  "just 
ran  in  to  see  if  I  could  use  your  phone 
for  a  moment"  for  the  fifteen  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  seventeenth  time 
slipped  on  the  glassy  surface  and  had  to 
be  carried  home  unconscious. 

The  plumber  who  came  to  replace 
a  section  of  leaky  waterpipe  and  gross- 
ly overcharged  me,  lost  his  footing  at 
the  head  of  the  cellar  stairs.  I  don't 
think  I  ever  saw  a  man  fall  harder. 
They  say  he  will  be  able  to  leave  the 
hospital  in  two  weeks. 

A  woman  who  was  collecting  funds 
with  which  to  establish  free  beauty 
parlors  for  Hottentot  girls,  sat  down 
unexpectedly  in  the  hall  and  slid  half- 
way to  the  kitchen  door.  She  left  at 
once,  laughing  hysterically. 

Uncle  Harry,  who  regularly  invites 
himself    to    visit    us    for    an    indefinite 


There  wasn't  any  mistletoe, 

We  couldn't  find  it  anywhere. 

But,  hang  it!    How  were  we  to  know 

There  wasn't  any  mistletoe? 

One  cannot  make  the  berries  grow. 

But  Mable  said  she  didn't  care. 

And,  hang  it!     How  Were  we  to  know 

There  wasn't  any  mistletoe. 


period  every  year,  forgot  to  be  careful 
on  the  landing  and  descended  the  re- 
maining stairs  in  a  very  unconventional 
fashion.  He  did  not  miss  a  single 
tread.      I     know    because     I    counted 


thirteen  distinct  thumps.  Next  morn- 
ing I  helped  him  out  to  the  taxi  that 
was  to  take  him  to  the  station. 

As  I  said  before,  I  like  waxed  floors. 
— R.  K.  H. 
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Merry    Christinas! 

(The  perquisites  of  the  Yule-tide  Season) 

Postmen,  cousins,  plum  pudding,  tobogganing,  toy 
horns,  dancing,  children,  the  rustling  of  colored  tissue  paper, 
neckties,  mistletoe,  church  bells,  charades,  cranberries, 
crowds,  bottles,  open  fires,  stickers,  holly-sprigs,  stockings, 
snow,  rum  punch,  Santa  Claus  in  long  white  whiskers,  ever- 
greens, uncles,  raisins,  drinks,  music,  turkeys,  R.  M.  C. 
cadets,  mantel-pieces  covered  with  cards,  mincemeat,  anec- 
dotes, port,  late  trains,  walnuts,  overshoes,  blind  man's  bluff, 
jumping  jacks,  candy  canes,  aunts,  brandy,  candle-light, 
skis,  gold  coins,  books,  sherry,  coon  coats,  tinsel,  hockey 
games,  ice  cream,  paper  caps,  miniature  steam-engines,  al- 
monds, crackers,  babies,  Malaga  grapes,  late  hours,  sage 
dressing,  visitors,  cock-tails,  chocolates,  sleighs,  love-making, 
pastry,  castor  oil. 

*       *       * 

I   Remember,   I  Remember 

(New  Style) 

I  remember,  I  remember, 

The  ward  where  I  was  born, 

The  nurse  in   starched  and   frilly  cap 

Who  bathed  me  every  morn. 

They  took  my  foot-prints  and  a  tag 

About  my  neck  arranged; 

I  never  had  a  chance  to  be 

An  heirling  cradle-changed. 

I  remember,  I  remember, 

The  sweet  iodoform, 

Whose  scent  was  wafted  to  the  shelf 

Where  I  lay  snug  and  warm, 

The  buzzing  of  the  call-bells, 

T'le  thud  of  rubber  heels, 

The  rustling  of  the  nurses'  skirts, 

And  fellow-infants'  squeals. 

I  remember,  I  remember, 

The  sounding  corridor, 

The  strip  of  rubber  matting 

That  lay   along  its   floor. 

Though  length  of  days  may  bow  my  head, 

And  other  memories  fail, 

I'll   ne'er   forget  that  ward  where   I 

Was  Number  20,  Male. 


Husband  (going  fishing):  "Oh,  yes,  Fee  plenty  of 
sinkers  here." 

Bride:  George,  how  could  you  speak  that  way  of  my 
doughnuts?" 


"There  seem  to  be  more  pedestrians  than  there  used 
to  be." 

"Oh,  yes.    There's  one  born  every  minute." 
*       *       * 
Pool  Table  Repartee 
"Say,   ja   hear    'bout   Looey?" 
"Smatter  wittim   now?" 

"Wass  in   'iss  wun  arm  place  'e  udder  day  't  noon, 
putting  on  uh  groceries." 
"Yeah?" 

"Guy,  come  'long  'side  'm  witta  cuppa  coffee.    Guy 
goe  ta  siddown  an'  tipsa  coffee  on  Looey's  knee." 
"Wod  Looey  do?" 

"Looey  look  satta  guy  'n'  wass  gonna  tellumoff  wenney 
no'ces  guy  hassa  sign  on'm  sezzeez  blin',  see?" 
"Yeah,  wod  Looey  do?" 

"Looey  was  maddess  hell  but  'e  figgerzee  cansay  en- 
thun  tuh  uh  guy  wuss  blin,'  see?" 
"Woody  do?" 
"Givvumma  dirty  look." 
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When  the  Doctors  and  Dentists  go  in  for  Display. 


In  Praise  of  Poverty 

(By  Stephen  Moon) 

I  would  rather  have  a  cottage 
And   brown   bread   and    cheese 
Than  live  in  a  palace 
And  give  pink  teas. 

I  would  rather  have  a  log  fire 
And  sit  by  my  lone 
Than  a  modern  heating  system 
And  sit  upon  a  throne. 

And  a  long  glass  of  ale 

Is  better  than  champagne 

Or  wines  from  out  of  Normandy 

Or  far  away  Spain. 

I  would  rather  have  a  stein  of  beer 
And  drink  it  by  myself 
Than  rare  old  Bacardi, 
And  more  upon  the  shelf. 

For  the  man  that  has  a  castle 
Has  taxes  in  his  bed, 
Has  figures  in  his  porridge 
And  a  lawsuit  when  he's  dead. 


But  the  man  that  has  a  cottage 
And  dines  off  bread  and  cheese 
He  hasn't  an  assessment 
And  he  dies  at  his  ease. 


I  could  sing  a  lot  further, 
But  I  find  that  time  has  slipped 
And  my  secretary's  waiting 
With  some  coupons  to  be  clipped. 


Last  year  the  Community  Santa  Claus  brought  a  doll's  carriage  to 
Snuffy  Moiphy! 
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Clara  was  a  model  pet  in  all  respects,  except  that  they  couldn't  keep   her  home  on  Saturday  night. 


The  Right  Church,   Etc. 

In  the  great  hall  of  the  club  the  tall 
grandfather  clock  tick-tocked  in  the 
loneliness  of  that  winter's  afternoon. 
Outside,  the  snow  fell  softly  on  the 
deserted  lawn.  Within,  near  the  dying 
embers  of  the  log  fire,  sat  a  solitary 
figure,  a  man  of  about  fifty,  bald,  mor- 
ose and  playing  solitaire.  Naturally  it 
was  Christmas  day.  The  Sentimental- 
ist came  and  stood  in  the  doorway.  As 
t  was  a  very  fashionable  dub  indeed, 
he  had  never  met  the  lone  player.  He 
now  approached  him  with  pity. 

"Ah,"  he  said,  "it  is  indeed  sad. 
You,  I  suppose,  have  no  other  place  to 
go  on  this  day!" 

"Yes,"  said  the  Solitaire  artist. 
"You  are  right." 


"I  hear  your  brother  is  out  of  col- 
lege.   Is  he  doing  any  Work?" 

"Is  he!  Why  he  worked  for  three 
hours  this  morning  trying  to  get  a  dol- 
lar out  of  father." 


"If  only  you  had  a  home  where 
you  were  welcome!"  sighed  the  Senti- 
mentalist. 

"Ah,  if  only  I  had,"  agreed  the 
Hermit. 

"Yes,"  went  on  the  Sentimentalist. 
"A  bachelor's  life  is  a  sad  one!" 

"Who  are  you  talking  about  a  bach- 
elor's life?"  demanded  the  other. 
"There's  a  Christmas  tree  in  front  of 
my  ancestral  fire-place,  there's  a  rail- 
way train  on  the  chesterfield  and  a 
doll's  house  in  my  favorite  chair,  to 
say  nothing  of  tissue  paper  and  candy 
canes.  Everywhere  you  walk  at  my 
house  you  tread  on  lead  soldiers. 
There's  a  howling  young  barbarian 
there  who  has  kept  me  awake  since 
(Continued  on  page  36) 
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"How  did  she  come  to  tell  you  all  that?" 

"She  knew  I  could  be  depended  upon  to  keep  it  a  secret." 


What  Christmas  Really  Means 

To  the  shopkeeper :  A  chance  to  un- 
load shelf-warmers. 

To  the  children:  An  opportunity  for 
joy. 

To  the  older  sons:  Noise,  boredom 
and  bother.  But  maybe  more  money 
than  last  year. 

To  the  young  ladies:  The  possibility 
of  getting  the  best  of  their  best  friends. 

To  the  Maid:  Extra  meals,  extra 
dishes,  extra  cleaning  and  a  trip  home, 
which  she  doesn't  want  to  make. 

To  the  mother:  Work  hard,  play 
hard,  pray  hard.  The  exercise  of  tact, 
diplomacy,  sympathy.  Presiding  as 
judge,  doctor  and  materfamilias  in  the 
adjustment  of  squabbles,  injuries  and 
heartaches. 

To  the  father:  Less  than  3/10,000 
of  1  %  return  on  his  investment.  Sub- 
sequent trip  to  the  bank  to  float  a  loan 
with  which  to  meet  January   (b)ills. 


Stage  robbers  of  the  west  used  to  use 
guns  and  horses  but  those  of  the  east 
today  use  lipsticks  and  limousines! 


Mary  lost  her  diamond  ring, 
'Twas  swallowed  by  her  pet. 

She  said  I'll  call  him  Romeo, 
Because  my  Jul-i-et. 

Wraith  of  absent-minded  dentist 
(on  attaining  the  gate  of  St.  Peter)  : 
"Open,  please." 


The  Chiropractor's  Christmas 

A   muscle-knead    for   Uncle   Ned, 
Completely  free  of  charge. 

Reducing  rolls  for  Auntie  May, 
She's  getting  rather  large. 

A  head  massage  for  Brother  Bill, 

(Insomnia's  his  curse). 
Adjustments  free  for  Cousins  Hank, 

Maria,  Dot  and  Perce. 

Some  spinal  knocks  for  Nephew  Frank 
A  nib  for  Anne's  sore  wrist. 

This  year  I'll  find  it  easy  to 
Fill  out  my  Christmas  list. 

— K.C. 

Vanity,  Saith  the  Preacher 

The  traffic  cop  is  six  feet  tall ; 

For   twenty  years  he  has  served  well 

on  the  force; 
For  twenty  years  he  has  followed  duty 

blindly, 
Taking    his    increases    as    they    came 

around. 
His      countenance      has     gathered     a 

judicial  aspect. 
He  looks  forward  to  the  day  when  he 

shall  be  granted  his  modest  pension. 
Surely  here  is  the  stronghold  of  con- 
servatism.   .     .     . 
Yet,  when  the  young  fop  in  the  Vaux- 

hall    recognizes    him,    as   he    speeds 
past. 

He  grins,  as  tickled  as  a  waiter  with 

a  handsome  tip. 


Reckless  Driving. 
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The  inventive  one:  "Yes,  sir,  the  idea's  worth  milions." 
The  doughnut  eater:    "How  much  will  you  lake  for  it?" 
The  inventive  one  (meditatively)  :    "A  ham  sandwich  and  a  cup  of  coffee. 


The  Ballad  of  the  Deadly  Debutantes 


"Oh,  where  ha'  ye  been,  my  son,  my 

son, 
And  why  look  sae  cast  down?*' 
"Oh,  I  ha'  been  out  with  a  debutante, 

mither, 
The  gayest  in  a'  the  town." 

"Robert,  dear  Robert,  come  tell  to  me 
true 

"Why  you  sae  doleful  be." 

"Oh,  I  ha'  been  doing  what  the  de- 
butantes do 

From  dusk  till  ha'  past  three. 

Fair  Margaret  came  out  last  Monday 

nicht ; 
On   Tuesday   'twas  Jennie's   debut; 
On    We'n'sday    saw    I    a    wondrous 

sicht ; 
For  bonnie  wee  Kate  M'Grew. 

On     Thursday     nicht     'twas     Maude 

McCrae 
And  Friday  'twas  Mary  M'Clean; 


I    went   to   a    tea   dance   on   Saturday ; 
That     nicht     'twas     sweet     Jeannette 
M'Kane! 


"What  is  a  Soviet?" 
"Middle    class    name   for   a    table- 
napkin." 


Oh,  mither,  dear  mither,  go  make  ma 

bed, 
An'  make  it  well  and  soft, 
For  I'll  nae  more  star  on  the  football 

field 
As  I  ha'  done  sae  oft. 
Oh,  get  me  six  stags  in  dancing  shoon 
An'  swallow-tail  coats  sae  gay. 
Six  weary  fellows  to  carry  me  soon 
To  where  I  lang  shall  lay. 
A  jazz  band  shall  moan  me,  sad  and 

drear. 
Lay  a  programme  on  my  breast, 
But  if  ever  a  deb.  come  near  my  bier 
My  soul  shall  find  nae  rest." 

— Stephen  Moon. 

*       *       * 

Willie  (at  the  zoo)  :  "Gee,  ma,  that 
monkey  looks  just  like  papa." 

Mother  (heatedly):  "Why,  Wil- 
lie, aren't  you  ashamed  of  yourself?" 

Willie:  "Aw,  gee  whiz,  he  can't 
understand  what  I  said!" 
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Letter  From  a  Gentle  Young  Lady  to  Her 
Friend 

Dear  Hilda: 

I  can  no  longer  bear  my  sorrows  alone,  and  so  I  am 
going  to  tell  you  of  the  sadness  which  has  fallen  upon  me. 
You  remember  how  my  mother  used  to  rail  at  me  and  make 
me  feel  badly  when  I  had  not  straightened  up  my  room? 
Well,  last  week  she  did  it  again,  and  she  was  so  cross  and 
provoked  me  so  that  I  was  forced  to  kill  her  with  father's 
revolver. 

While  I  was  dragging  the  body  down  into  the  cellar, 
father  came  home.  And  he  called  me  a  terrible  name.  You 
will  understand  how  his  language  shocked  and  embarrassed 
my  gentle  nature,  and  why  I  had  to  shoot  at  him  until,  al- 
though he  dodged  around  in  an  agile  manner  for  one  his 
age,  I  hit  him. 

As  if  these  troubles  were  not  enough  for  me  to  bear,  my 
sister  Mary,  when  she  came  home  from  school  each  day, 
asked:  "Where  are  father  and  mother?"  And  she  made 
sly  hints  that  I  knew  right  well  where  they  were.  Under  the 
circumstances  there  was  nothing  for  me  to  do  but  kill  her, 
too.  I  did  this  with  the  heavy  furnace  shaker  in  order  to 
save  cartridges;  for  one  should  economize,  should  one  not? 
— especially  when  one  is  an  orphan.  And  then  I  put  Mary  in 
the   furnace   with  the  others. 

I  hope  that  you  will  visit  here  during  the  holidays,  dear 
Hilda.  The  house  will  be  comfortable  because  I  keep  a 
good  fire  in  the  furnace. 

Lovingly  yours, 

Edwina. 

*  *      * 

Spoiling  the  Record 

A  crowd  of  visitors,  who  had  just  finished  a  sight- 
seeing trip  through  a  Mid- Western  penitentiary,  were  wait- 
ing to  be  counted  out  the  gate,  when  a  convict  came  run- 
ning up  to  them  with  a  pocketbook. 

"Hey,"  he  panted,  "did  any  o'  youse  drop  dis  poke?' 

"Oh,  thank  you!"  exclaimed  one  of  the  ladies  in  the 
party,  her  face  beaming  with  pleasure.    "That's  mine!" 

"Well,"  replied  the  prisoner,  handing  her  the  purse, 
"I  wish  youse'd  be  a  little  more  careful.  Things  like  dis 
give  the  joint  a  bad  name." 

*  *       * 

Damaging   Evidence 

Suddenly  awakened  by  the  violent  slamming  of  a  door, 
the  police  sergeant's  wife  discovered  that  her  husband  had 
disappeared.  Alarmed,  she  started  to  get  up,  when  he 
came  stamping  back  into  the  bedroom. 

"What's  the  matter,  John?"  she  inquired  anxiously. 
"What  are  you  doing  up?" 

"I  just  threw  that  cooky  nobbier  that  was  calling  on 
your  daughter  out  on  his  neck,"  was  the  grim  response. 

"Good  gracious!"  exclaimed  his  wife.    "What  for?" 

"Well,"  said  the  officer,  "I  woke  up;  and  not  having 
a  smoke,  I  went  down  to  see  if  he  had  a  cigar." 

"Didn't  he?" 

"Yeah,  he  had  some  all  right,  but  they  were  all  broken." 


"She's  certainly  ambitious  for  her  husband.    She  wants 
him  to  shine  in  society." 

"Well,  he  does,  doesn't  he.    He's  most  always  lit!" 

Extract  From  a  Great  and  as  Yet  Unwritten 
Novel 

".....  .When    the   charades    were    over,    Tony, 

who  had  taken  no  part  in  them,  said  he  was  going  to  act 
out  a  complete  sentence  in  one  scene.  He  got  a  pack  of 
cards  and,  after  piling  them  loosely  on  the  bricks  in  front 
of  the  fire-place,  set  fire  to  them.  Then  he  stood  over 
them,  the  flames  beneath  his  feet,  and  looked  around 
questioningly  at  the  others. 

'  'What's  it  represent,  Tony?'  asked  the  Doctor, 
indulgently. 

'The    boy    stood    on   the   burning   deck,'   replied 

Tony " 

— Huron  Barnes. 
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English  Lit  Prof. — "Have  you  a  Chaucer?" 
The  verdant  one  (anxious  to  oblige) — "Nope — but  III 
loan  ya  some  smokiri." 


The  public,  as  a  whole,  it  is  said,  have  learned  not 
to  be  fooled  by  watered  stock.  Many  speculators,  how- 
ever, are  just  now  taking  a  post-graduate  course  in 
Florida  water. 

*       *       * 

One  Rainy  Night 

As  the  night  approached,  the  rain  and  wind  increased. 
With  a  well-considered  curse  the  man  threw  a  wrench 
at  the  car  and  started  down  the  muddy  road.  Five 
miles  farther  on  he  rapped  at  a  farm  house  door.  No  one 
answered. 

While  he  stood  on  the  doorstep  he  discovered  that 
there  was  scarcely  any  water  from  the  roof  which  was 
not  running  down  the  back  of  his  neck.  Another  spell 
of  pounding  and  finally  the  red  head  of  a  young  boy 
popped  out  of  a  second  storey  window. 

"Whatcher   want?" 

"I  want  to  know  if  I  can  spend  the  night  here,"  the 
traveller  answered  rather  testily. 

The  boy  watched  the  man  for  several  minutes  before 
replying. 

"Well  you  kin  fer  all  of  me,"  he  finally  muttered 
before  closing  the  window. 


Two   Letters 

October  16th,  1925 
Colonial  Printing  Co., 
1  607  Victoria  Street, 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
Gentlemen: 

I  am  in  receipt  to-day  of  your  letter  of  the  1 5th  in- 
stant in  which  you  say  that  you  must  insist  on  payment  for 
the  circulars  which  you  printed  for  us  last  August.  It  was 
distinctly  understood  at  that  time  that  unless  I  liked  the 
job  when  completed  I  was  not  to  pay  for  it.  I  did  not  like 
it  and  did  not  accept  the  pieces  for  mailing.  Now  you 
insist  on  payment.  How  do  you  explain  this  volte  face  on 
these  circulars? 

Yours  sincerely, 
The  Briggan  Manufacturing  Co,, 
per  J.  B.  Briggan. 
President. 

October  17th,  1925 
J.  B.  Briggan,  Esq., 
The  Briggan  Manufacturing  Co., 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
Dear  Mr.   Briggan: 

We  have  received  your  letter  of  yesterday  and  must  say 
that  you  are  absolutely  mistaken  about  the  circulars.  There 
is  not  a  bit  of  volte  face  used  anywhere  in  them.  The  body 
is  printed  in  8-point  Century  bold  face  and  the  heads  are 
Caslon.  I  have  asked  around  among  our  men  and  none  of 
them  have  ever  even  heard  of  volte  face.  We  certainly 
never  use  it  in  this  shop. 

Under  the  circumstances  do  you  not  think  you  ought  to 
pay  for  the  circulars? 

Yours  truly, 
The  Colonial  Printing  Co. 

—K.  C. 


"Do  you  like  dry  toast?" 

"No,  I  always  dip  it  in  my  coffee." 


G*BUN 
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Unusual  Tales 

II 

The  Simple  Hick  and  the  City  Shark 

In  the  little  town  of  Hencoop,  there 
once  lived  a  lad  who,  for  lack  of  a 
better  name,  we  shall  term  a  hick. 
One  day  he  decided  to  journey  to  a 
great  city,  where,  he  declared,  he 
would  see  life,  and,  accordingly  de- 
parted with  a  considerable  sum  of 
money  on  his  person.  Now,  as  chance 
would  have  it,  the  very  first  human 
being  he  encountered  in  the  city  was 
a  notorious  shark.  "Come  with  me, 
kid,"  said  the  shark,  and  the  hick  fol- 
lowed him  into  a  dark,  ominous  look- 
ing building. 

"You  say  you've  got  a  wad  of  coin 
on  you?"  queried  the  former,  and  the 
hick  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"And  you  don't  know  a  soul  in 
the  whole  burg?" 

"No,"  answered  the  hick. 

"Then,  take  it  from  me,"  advised 
the  shark,  a  kindly  light  creeping  into 
his  eyes,  "give  this  dump  the  go-by, 
quick.  There  are  bunches  of  wise- 
alecks  just  layin'  for  suckers  like  you, 
kid.  Hop  the  next  train  home  and 
you'll  never  be  sorry." 

And  the  hick  hopped  the  very  next 

train. 

*  *       * 

Removing    the    Attraction 

The  Mose  Jacksons  were  separated. 
And,  knowing  that  Mrs.  Jackson  was 
not  at  home,  a  neighbor  woman's  suspi- 
cions were  aroused  when  she  saw  Mose 
slip  stealthily  over  the  back  fence  and 
disappear  into  the  wood-shed. 

Deciding  to  investigate,  she  hurried 
around  to  the  front  gate  and  met  the 
grass  widower  emering  with  a  washtub 
tightly  clasped  in  his  arms  and  trailing 
a  washboard  and  wringer  after  him. 

"Whut  yo'  gwine  do  wid  dem,  nig- 
ger?" she  demanded  suspiciously. 

"Hoc  'em,"  was  the  emphatic  re- 
ply. "Dat  woman  ain't  gwine  to  vamp 
no  other  nigger  wid  mah  weddin'  pres- 
ents!" 

A  kitchenette  is  a  place  where  do- 
mestic science  graduates  open  cans! 

*  *       * 

There  was  a  young  indigent  Dr. 
Called  in  by  a  woman  named  Prr 

With  a  batt'ry  he  shr., 

Quite  senseless  he  knr., 
Ten  plunks  was  the  sum  that  he  sr. 


'Hey  you,  quit  spitlin   out  of  that  window." 

'What's  the  difference ?    Ifs  starting  to  rain,  anyhow." 


-Dirge. 


Taking  No  Chances 

"Ah  cain't  come  to  wuk  dis  maw- 
nin,'  ma'am,"  Mrs.  Barr's  colored 
chauffeur  informed  her  via  the  tele- 
phone. "One  ob  de  chlilun's  got  small- 
pox, an'  us  is  quaranteed  in." 

"That's  too  bad,  Mose,"  sympath- 
ized his  mistress.  "Are  you  being  care- 
ful to  prevent  it  from  spreading  among 
the  other  members  of  your  family?" 


"Yassum,"  was  the  reply.   "Us  is 

all  drinkin'  outen  one  ob  dem  sanitary 

cups." 

$       *       * 

There  was  a  young  Lady  of  Ghent 
Who    ate    Pie,    Cake   and    Candy    in 

Lent 
She  has  just  passed  away 
It's  not  easy  to  say 
Which  direction  the  lady  of  Ghent 

whent. 
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Well  Educated 

The  Boss — What  is  the  extent  of 
your  education? 

Applicant  for  Job — /  was  janitor 
for  six  years  in  a  young  ladies'  college. 


N  THE  first  place  let  it  be 
understood  that  this  is  a 
story  that  has  absolutely  no 
liquor  in  it.  Every  last  drop 
of  liquor  was  removed  three 
hours  ago.  There  was  to 
have  been  some,  but  burg- 
lars backed  a  van  up  to  the 
cellar  window  of  Charlie  Disson's 
house  and  got  away  with  it  all.  On  the 
night  of  Bill  Sanford's  pre-nuptial 
smoker,  too! 

Harry  Fowler  and  Don  Berry  ar- 
rived first.  Charlie's  Japanese  but- 
ler showed  them  into  the  living  room 
wheie  a  log  fire  crackled  cheerily  in 
the  grate.  Harry  and  Don  sat  down 
before  it. 

"Wow!  What  a  blizzard!"  said 
r  larry,  warming  his  hands. 

"My  ankles  are  colder  than  an 
Eskimo's  ice  box,"  observed  Don. 

"A  wee  drappie  th'noo  might  warm 
up  th'  cockles  o'  ma  heart."  said  Har- 
ry, looking  about  casually.  A  de- 
canter caught  his  eye.  With  an  affec- 
ted carelessness  he  wandered  over  to 
it.  Don  watched  him  out  of  the  corner 
of  his  eye  as  he  lighted  a  cigarette. 
"Empty,"  said  Harry. 
"If  you  can  control  yourself  for  a 
couple  of  minutes,  I've  no  doubt 
Charlie  will  come  in,"  advised  Don. 
"I  heard  him  saying  the  other  night 
his  old  man  laid  in  some  rye  that's  dis- 
tinctly  mid-Victorian." 


"Now,  there's  where  you  and  I 
disagree,"  said  Harry,  sitting  down  and 
assuming  the  air  of  a  connoisseur. 
"Rye's  alright  in  it's  way,  and  so's 
shellac.  But  for  an  old  dog  like  me 
nothing  but  the  best  Scotch.  No,  sir,  I 
wouldn't  walk  across  the  street  for  a 
drink  of  rye." 

"How  about  two  drinks?"  sug- 
gested Don. 

Harry  was  considering  the  problem 
when  Hank  Godfrey  and  the  Jaffray 
twins  were  announced. 

"Hello,  Hank  ole  boy;  drunk 
again,  I  suppose,"  said  Don. 

Hank  shook  hands.  "Not  yet,"  he 
said,  "but  I  have  hopes." 

One  of  the  twins  said  something 
about  the  game  that  afternoon.  That 
is  to  say,  everybody  began  talking 
hockey. 

New     arrivals     from     time    to 
time  added  a  little  to  the  discus- 
sion.     Bill   Sanford,   himself,   ar- 
rived,   was    felicitated    and    then 
relegated    to   his    proper    position. 
After  all,  they  hadn't  come  there 
just  to  see  Bill  Sanford.     By  half 
past  ten  it  seemed  evident  that  the 
smoker  was  scarcely  a  wow.     A 
certain    amount    of    smoking    had 
been  done,  to  be  sure,  but  an  im- 
partial   observer   would   have 
been    forced    to    admit    that 
something  was  lacking.     And 
the   host   too.     Sandy    Carver 
had   been   all   over   the  house 
looking   for   him   in  vain   and 
the    Japanese    was    hopelessly 
inadequate.     At    eleven    fif- 
teen Charlie  arrived.    He  was 
wearing    a    grey    suit    and    a 
doleful   expression. 

"It's  gone!"  he  said. 

Noble  men  greet  defeat 
with  equanimity  and  renewed 
hope.  After  Thermopylae  the 
Persians  did  not  abandon  all 
hope  of  Grecian  conquest. 
Hannibal  was  unable  to  break 
the  Roman  spirit.  The  retreat 
from  Moscow  was  not  Na- 
poleon's Waterloo.  Hope 
springs  eternal,  etc.  The  town 
of  Daleport  boasted  or  ad- 
mitted, as  the  case  might  be, 
three  bootleggers  of  the  first 
water  and  a  couple  more  of 
less  reputable  waters.  All  over 


Hail!  Hail!  T* 

A  Guaranteed  Non-Alcoh* 
by  ALDi; 


the  room  little  red  books  began 
appearing. 

"  *S  no  use!"  said  Charlie,  "I've 
been  everywhere.  Izzy's  pinched; 
Carlo's  gone  to  Windsor  and  Tony's 
place  is  apparently  shut  up.  It's  the 
new  chief  of  police.    There's  no  hope." 

"I'd  say,  'Come  on  over  to  our 
place'  like  a  shot,  but  Mary's  pulling 
off  a  jazz  festival  there  for  a  flock  of 
debs,  to-night,"  sighed  Sandy,  "So 
that's  out." 


"Lock  me  in  Cell  56." 


"Why?" 
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Gang's  All  Here! 

itStudy  of  the  Rural  Ontario  Scene 

DANIELS 


"How  about  old  Colonel  Dever?" 
suggested  someone. 

Everybody  knew  good  old  Colonel 
Dever,  of  Hallbridge,  a  short  ten 
miles  away.  He  was  not  the  man  to 
see  a  lot  of  possible  sons-in-law  die  of 
thirst.  And  besides,  one  could  always 
pay  him  back  some  time. 

The  blizzard  had  increased  about 
fifty  per  cent,  in  fury  as  the  explora- 
tion party  set  out  in  five  automobiles. 
The  country  road  that  led  to  Hall- 
bridge  was  not  in  the  best  of  condi- 
tion.   Compared  to  it  the  straight  and 


"Father  used  to  have  it." 


narrow  path  was  a  provincial  highway. 
Three  cars  grossly  overloaded  finally 
drew  up  in  front  of  the  Colonel's  and 
heard  from  the  maid  at  the  door  that 
the  Colonel  was  in  Montreal  on  busi- 
ness. 

A  man  in  the  lobby  of  the  Canada 
House  suggested  a  farmer  about  five 
miles  further  on  who  had  been  known 
to  oblige.  The  caravan  moved  on. 
Sandy  Carver's  Kiwanian  spirit  sug- 
gested a  little  song  or  two.  His  slightly 
off-key  rendering  of  the  first  verse 
mingled  with  the  howling  wind  an 
died  a  premature  death.  Sleet  and 
general  desolation  descended  in  great 
sweeps.  The  farmer  who  stuck  his 
head  out  of  a  dark  upstairs  window 
must  have  been  the  wrong  man.  A 
farmer  who  sells  bootleg  whiskey  sel- 
dom sets  a  ferocious  dog  on  possible 
customers. 

At  about  two  o'clock  the  blizzard 
was  doing  quite  nicely  and  the  largest 
car  had  almost  been  pulled  and  pushed 
out  of  the  ditch  for  the  third  time.  Bill 
Sanford  muttered  something  about  get- 
ting married  that  day  and  a  few  other 
things  that  had  no  apparent  bearing  on 
the  situation.  The  general  morale  was 
at  its  lowest  ebb  when  a  large  and 
powerful  truck  came  along. 

"Hail  it,"  shouted  Charlie. 
"If  that  can't  pull  us  out 
nothing  will."  As  the  car  was 
half  way  across  the  road, 
hailing  was  unnecessary.  The 
big  truck  came  to  a  stop.  Two 
men  got  out  of  the  driver's 
seat. 

"We're  stuck,"  said 
Charlie. 

"Well,  get  out  of  our  road 
an'  make  it  fast,"  said  the 
first  man. 

"Oh,  is  that  so?"  said 
Charlie  whose  temper  was 
always  admirable  and  on  this 
occasion   at  its  best. 

"You  said  it,  buddie,"  said 
the  other  man. 

The  rest  of  the  pilgrims  ap- 
peared from  the  ditch,  and  the 
fight  was  on.  While  the  fin- 
ally vanquished  intruders  were 
being  taught  good  manners  at 
the  able  hands  of  the  rest, 
Charlie  had  occasion  to  ob- 
Tiger.        serve  the  tiuck. 


Johnny:  "What's  an  optimist,  pop?" 
Pop:  "I  don't  know." 


"Whoopee!"  he  observed. 

Neatly  loaded  thereon  he  discovered 
the  missing  cases. 

The  large  truck  was  discovered  to 
have  just  sufficient  power  to  haul  out 
the  stranded  car.  Half  an  hour  later 
they  were  back  at  Daleport.  The  wind 
had  changed. 

But,  I  am  forgetting,  this  is  a  story 
with  no  liquor  in  it  and  here  comes  a 
whole  truck-load.     So   thai   is   another 

story. 

*       *       * 

Triolet 

She  wept  on  his  shoulder — 

The  sweetest  of  dears ; 
She  wept  on  his  shoulder ; 
At  length  he  grew  bolder, 
And  essayed  to  enfold  her, 

And  calm  all  her  fears. 
She  wept  on  his  shoulder. 

For  he  bored  her  to  tears. 


Dorothy  (at  a  dance)  :  What  are 
you  doing  here? 

Marjorie:    I'm    looking    for    a    hus- 
band. 

Dorothy :  But  you've  got  one. 
Marjorie:    Yes,   that's   the   one   I'm 
looking   for. 

— London  Answers. 

*       *       * 

She  was  only  the  coal  man's  daugh- 
ter, but  oh,  boy !  where  she  had  bin. 

— Judge. 

Flapper:   Is  this  the  Bureau  of  In- 
formation? 

"Yes,  what  do  you  want?" 
Flapper:  "Is  my  hat  on  straight?" 
— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 
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The  Old  Tighty:    "Oooooh!   It's  Lon  Chancy!' 


— Puppet. 
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Limbo 

Lawyer — Better  plead  guilty.  The 
judge  will  give  you  only  two  years  at 
the  outside. 

Culprit — Yaas.  But  how  many 
years  on  de  inside  he  gwine  gimme? 
Dat  what  I  want  to  know. 

— Life. 

*  *       * 

Sure  Thing! 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  girl 
timidly,  "would  you  care  to  help*  the 
Working  Girls'  Home?" 

"Sure  thing,"  said  the  State  Street 
ornament,  briskly.  "Where  are  they?" 

— Gargoyle. 

*  *       * 

"Golf's  a  great  game.  Puts  you 
right  on  your  feet." 

"So  I  notice.  I  wore  out  three  pair 
of   shoes   that  way   last  month." 

— Stone  Mill. 

*  *       * 

Baby  roused  its  father's  ire 
By  a  cold  and  formal  lisp, 

So  he  placed  it  on  the  fire 
And  reduced  it  to  a  crisp. 

Mother  said,  "Oh,  stop  a  bit! 

This  is  over  doing  it!" 

*  *  * 

I  had  written  to  Aunt  Maud 

Who  was  on  a  trip  abroad, 

When  I  heard  she'd  died  of  cramp 
Just  too  late  to  save  the  stamp. 
Harry  Graham. 

—"The    Comic    Muse."      By   J.    C. 

Squire.    (Collins). 

*  *       * 

Won:     "The  cops  are   looking  that 
guy  over." 

Too:  "Do  you  think  he'll  pledge?" 

— Whirlwind. 

*  *       * 

"Young  man,  do  you  know  if  you 
saved  that  money,  in  twenty  years  you 
could  be  the  owner  of  that  big  build- 
ing there?" 

"Do  you  own  that  building?" 
"No,"    replied    the    Reformer,    "I 
don't." 

"Well,"  answered  the  young  man, 
"I   do."  — Pointer. 

*  *       * 

Ethel:  "Was  it  a  case  of  love  at 
first-sight?" 

Enid:  "Absolutely!  As  soon  as  I 
saw  him  in  his  new  Rolls-Royce!" 

— Bristol  Evening  News. 


INCW.^.    i1u(?m5". 


Rustic:   "Three   'undred  years  old  this  be,   sur,  Very  'istorical,   an    never 
slick  nor  stone  altered  in  all  they  years." 

Visitor:  "Must  be  the  same  landlord  as  mine."  — Passing  Show. 


Mistress:       "There      comes      Mrs. 
Braun.    Tell  her  I  am  not  at  home." 
Maid:     "Very   well,    madam." 
Mistress:      "Well,     what    did    she 


say 


?" 


Maid:  "Thank  heavens!" 

— Dorfbarbier,  Berlin. 
*       *       * 
Some   men   reduce   by  exercising — 
others  eat  at  Fraternity  houses. 

— Columns. 


"Thank  heaven  that  misery  is  over." 
"What's  that?' 

"Dancing  with   the   hostess.     Have 
you  been  through  it  yet?" 

"I  don't  have  to,  I'm  the  host." 

—The  Wilt. 

*       *       * 

He:  Some  score — thirty-six  to  noth- 
ing. 

She:  What's  par  for  this  stadium? 
— Iowa  Frivol. 
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Peacemaker :  "Come,  come,  my  boy — you  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  strike  a  lad  so  much  smaller  than  yourself." 
Aggressive  Youth:  "Well,  he  called  me  a  big  bully  and  I  wasnt  going  to  have  that."  — Passing  Show. 


The  New  Tenant  Speaks 

(To  the  Visitors) 

Now,  c'mere,  Bill,  lemme  just  show  you  this  room.  Just 
notice  that  lighting  system — all  soft  and  subdued — no  glare ! 
And  the  southern  exposure,  and  the  low-hung,  oak-beamed 
ceiling!  And  look,  Bill,  look  at  the  size.  It's  just  right  for 
the  Missus ;  no  work  to  clean  it.  And  me,  I  can't  get  lost  in 
it  like  in  that  big  living  room  in  the  last  place.  It's  warm, 
it's  cozy,  and — why,  Bill,  it's  perfect! 

(And  to  the  Landlord) 

Where  in  hell  do  you  get  that  way?  More  rent  for  this 
dark,  gloomy,  stuffy,  buggy,  smelly  hole! 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

Just  because  the  girls  laugh  at  your  remarks  is  no  proof 
that  you're  witty.     Perhaps  they  have  pretty  teeth. 

— Denver  Parrakeet. 

*  *       * 

"So  I  told  the  Freshman  to  indorse  the  check  his  family 
sent  him." 

"Did  he  do  it?" 

"Yes.  He  wrote  on  the  back,  'I  heartily  indorse  this 
check.'" 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


You  can  still  find  modesty  and  innocence — in  the  dictionary. 

— Tiger. 

*  *       * 

He:   "When  I  was  young,  the  doctors  said  that  if  I 
didn't  stop  smoking  I  would  become  feeble-minded." 
She:   "Well,  why  didn't  you  stop?" 

— Pitt  Panther. 

Dorsey:  "Let's  go  to  town." 

Stovall:  "Sorry,  I  have  to  go  to  class,  I  didn't  sleep 
much  last  night." 

—Purple  Pel. 

*  *       * 

He:   "So  your  brother  made  the  team?" 
She:    "Oh,   I   wouldn't   say   that.    But,   of  course,   he 
helped." 

— Life. 

*  *       * 

Lecturer:   "What  have  any  of  you  done  to  save  our 
timber?" 

Voice  from  rear:  "I  shot  a  woodpecker  once." 

— Punch  Bowl. 


"I've  just  come  from  the  beauty  parlor." 
"You  didn't  get  waited  on,  did  you?" 


— Juggler. 


The  Judge:    "The  jury  having  acquitted  you  of  the  charge  of  bigamy,  you  are  discharged.     That  means  you  are 
quite  free  lo  leave  the  court  and  go  home." 

The  Prisoner:   "Thank  you,  my  lord  but  J  want  to  be  on  the  safe  side — which  home?" 

— Passing  Show. 


Domestic    Ditties 


I 


The  landlord  is  a  nasty  man 

Who  filches  all  the  dough  he  can; 

The  tenants  foam  and  shriek  and  prance. 

And  sue  him  for  exorbitance. 

He  comes  for  rent  upon  the  first 

And,  when  he  turns  his  back,  is  cursed. 

Although  he's  not  a   gay   and  bland   lord, 

I'd  really  love  to  be  a  landlord. 

2 

Observe  the  prosperous  realtor. 
His  pudgy  face  is  shining,  for 
He  just  palmed  off  a  worthless  lot 
On  some  divinely  credulous  sot. 
What   tho   the   man   is   poor    and   old 
And  gave  up  all  his  hoarded  gold? 
Let  him  resell  the  marshy  ground ! 
There's  always  someone  else  around ! 

3 
This  ox-eyed  Swede,  with  nose  resplendent, 
Is  actually  a  superintendent. 
When  frozen  are  the  hands  and  feet, 
He  never  sends  sufficient  heat. 


Rarely  does  he   remember  to 
Attend  to  leaks  and  breaks.    And  you, 
Of  course,  when  Christmas-time  has  come. 
Will  tip  him  an  enormous  sum. 

— Mercury. 
*       *       * 

Statistics 

The  per  capita  consumption  of  salt   water  taffy  in 
Europe  is  negligible. 

Though  it  is  not  generally  known,  snails  seldom  use 
asbestos   brake   lining. 

Very  few  cases  of  snow  blindness  are  on  record  in 
Panama. 

Eskimos   are   quite  collegiate.     Fur   coats   are   obli- 
gatory in  the  best  Arctic  Circles. 

The  drug  habit  is  not  prevalent  among  jelly-fish. 

The  percentage  of  flappers  suffering  from  painter's 
colic  is  not  as  great  as  one  might  be  led  to  believe. 

The  word  "sygyzy"  does  not  appear  as  frequently 
as  it  should  in  cross-word  puzzles. 

Contrary  to  the  popular  belief,  the  pools  of  dry  gin 
found  in  the  Sahara  desert  are  not  large. 

— Pointer. 
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'Terrible!    Terrible!    Mary  went  swimming,  and  a  goat  ate  her  clothes." 

'What  did  she  come  home  in?" 

'In  the  twilight."  — Texas  Ranger. 


Wonderful,  Holmes ! 

Cynthia :   How  is  your  husband   ? 

Dorothy:  I  haven't  seen  him  for  five 
years.  I  think  I  must  have  said  some- 
thing to  annoy  him.  ■ — Bison. 

1  st  Mids'n :  I  had  an  interesting  ex- 
perience at  Seamanship  today.    I  came 


across  a  man  floundering  around  in  the 
water  holding  on   to  a   keg. 

2nd  Mids'n:  You  effected  a  rescue, 
I  suppose? 

1st.  Mids'n:  Well,  yes,  you  see  I 
had  to  hit  the  fellow  over  the  head 
with  an  oar,  but  I  finally  got  the  keg 
on  board.  — Annapolis   Log. 


Bad  Habits 

Jim  Brown  says  he's  tired  of  getting 
up  every  morning  and  washing  the  dog 
tracks  off  his  face.  He  says  he'll 
either  have  to  lock  the  dogs  outside  the 
house  or  quit  whistling  in  his  sleep. 

Saturday  Evening  Post. 

*  *       * 

'25 :  See  that  big  house  over  yon- 
der? 

'28:  Yeah. 

'25:  And  that  snappey  racer  there? 

'28:   Yeah. 

'25 :  And  that  good-looking  girl 
across   the  street? 

"28:   Yeah. 

25  :  Well,  if  you  ever  need  glasses, 
my  father's  an  optician. 

—  Vanderbilt  Masquerader. 

*  *       * 

Press  Agent:  I  understand  you  have 
murdered  your  husband. 

Actress:  Yes:  but  remember,  no 
publicity. 

— Judge. 

*  *       * 

Agricultural 

He:  "What  in  the  world  is  a  meta- 
phor?" 

She:  "To  keep  cows  in,  stupid." 

— Exchange. 

*  *         ■;■ 

She:  Yes,  I'm  a  Delta,  Delta, 
Delta. 

He:   I  heard  you  the  first  time. 

—  The  Shield. 

Help! 

A  man  had  fallen  overboard  and  a 
tragedy  was  at  hand. 

"Throw  him  a  lifesaver!"  yelled 
the  captain. 

"Oh,  no!"  shrieked  Algy.  "Worst 
thing  in  the  world,  you  know,  really. 
They  take  the  breath  away." 

— Froth. 

Mary:  Do  I  need  some  powder  on 
my  nose? 

Ruth:  I  should  say  you  do.  Hurry 
and  put  some  on  before  that  fly  slips 
and   breaks  its  neck. 

— Printer. 

He:  Hungry? 
She:  Yes,   I'd  like  a  bite. 
He:    Hey,    waiter,    bite    the    young 
lady. 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 
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The  Christmas  List 

This  is  the  season  of  secrecy,  when  home  life  is  featured  by  know- 
ing glances  across  the  dinner  table,  and  hurried  smuggling  of  pack- 
ages into  out-of-the-way  corners.  This  is  the  time  when  Brother 
Bill  and  Little  Susan  are  forbidden  to  enter  the  attic  or  even  go  near 
the  locked  cupboard;  the  days  when  Mother  and  Dad  agree  "not 
to  give  each  other  anything  this  year"  (with  mental  reservations). 

It  is  also  the  time  of  list  making  and  brain  wracking.  But  there's 
one  present  that  the  whole  family,  and  Mother  especially,  will  ap- 
preciate— a  gift  that  will  last  a  whole  year  and  be  ever  fresh:  The 
Mail  and  Empire.  A  subscription  for  1926  costs  little  and  will  be 
a  pleasure  every  morning  at  the  breakfast  table.  Put  the  Mail  and 
Empire  on  the  list  to-day! 


mptm 


$6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 
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Fond  Wife:   "May  I  see  the  paper  dear?" 
Husband:  "Wait'll  we  get  to  the  tunnel." 

— Brown  Jug. 

Biological  Note 

"I  wrote  to  the  paper  to  find  out  how  long  cows  should 
be  milked." 

"And  they  said — " 

"The  same  as  short  cows."  — Western. 

*  *       * 

A  well-dressed  man  who  knocked  at  the  door  of  a 
house,  explained  that  he  was  the  son  of  the  landlord,  made 
an  extensive  list  of  necessary  repairs,  and  collected  a  month's 
rent,  has  been  found  to  be  an  impostor.  The  fact  of  his  taking 
an  interest  in  repairs  should  have  aroused  suspicion. 

— London   Opinion. 

*  #       *  , 

She  (noticing  some  ashes)  :  "Oh  some  one  has  been 
smoking  in  this  beautiful  building." 

He:  "Be  quiet,  dear.    This  is  the  crematorium." 

— Pelican. 

*  *       * 

Irate    employer — "Late    again,    don't    you   ever    gst 
anything  on  time?" 

Irish  employee — "Yeh,  dat's  how  I  got  dis  suit." 

— Chanticleer. 


Jolly    H'England 

Are  you  the-ah?  Haw-haw!  I  was  on  my  way  to 
the  cinema  in  a  tram  this  awfternoon  when  a  lydy 
about  48  years  old  got  on  wearing  a  dashedly  clevah 
afternoon  frock.  By  Jove,  it  was  splendid !  Oh,  utterly ! 
She  turned  to  the  tram  man,  the  lydy  did,  and  she  said 
in  a  high-pitched  voice:  "Conductor!"  And  the  tram  man, 
he  said,  "Madam,  I'm  a  non-conductor — my  name  is 
Wood."  Did  you  make  it?  Haw-haw;  Tophole,  what? 

— Beanpol. 

*       *       * 

Censor  (to  friend) — "I  ask  you,  sir,  would  you 
take  your  daughter  to  see  a  show  like  that?" 

"No.    Most  probably  she's  already  seen  it." 

— Pitt   Panther. 


Hiker  (waving  to  motorist) — "Hey!  I'm  going  your 


way 


1" 


Motorist    (waving   back)- 
there  before  you  do." 


-"So   I   see,   but   I'll   get 
— Malteaser. 


Scotchman — "How  much  are  your  eggs?" 

Boy — "2c  for  the  good  ones  and  Ic  for  the  cracked 


ones. 


Scotchman — -"Well  crack  me  a  dozen." 

— Chanticleer. 

*  *       * 

Large  Lady:  "Could  I  have  a  seat  near  the  stage?" 
Box  Office:   "What  row  do  you  want?" 
Large  Lady:  "Don't  get  fresh,  young  man!" 

— Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Long-Gone:  "I  shay,  iz  ish  a  hand  laundry?" 
Cin   Hung-Lo:    "Lessee,    allee   samee   is." 
"Well,  wash  m'handsh." 

— Phoenix. 


"Say,  Maggie,  just  listen  to  the  oceans  roar!" 
"Rats,  Lizzie,   that's  the  real  estate  boom!" 

— Mercury. 
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"What  ho,  Ulysses,  tell  me  of  thy  voyage?" 

"Nay,  nay,  my  dear  Prophylactis,  all  rights  are  reserved  by  the  Homer  Publications." 

Exchange. 


Another   Flash 

"Whither  away,  stranger?  What 
wouldst?"  cherrioed  St.  Peter,  as  he 
leaned  over  the  pearly  gates. 

"Gosh,  let  me  in,"  muttered  the 
wandering  soul  of  convict  No.  999, 
just  released  from  the  electric  chair, 
"I  just  had  the  shock  of  my  life." 

— Colgate  Banter. 

*  *       * 

Young     Husband     to     Nurse     — 

"Quick,  am  I  a  father  or  a  mother?" 

— Pitt  Panther. 

She  (relating  her  travels)   "And  in 
Florence  I  visited  the  Pitti  Palace." 
He:    "Oh,  did  urns?" 

— Boston    Transcript. 

*  #       * 

"What's  the  idea  of  going  in  the 
snow  barefoot?    You'll  catch  a  cold." 

"I'll  tell  you.  I'm  going  right  home 
and  kiss  the  maid  and  she'll  get  the 
cold.    Pa  will  kiss  the  maid  and  he'll 


get  the  cold.  Then  pa  will  kiss  ma  and 
she'll  get  the  cold  and  tomorrow  the 
preacher  will  come  over  and  he'll  catch 
a  cold — and  he's  the  son-of-a-gun  I'm 
after."  — Pitt  Panther. 

"Waiter,  it's  been  half  an  hour  since 
I  ordered  that  turtle  soup." 

"Sorry,  sir,  but  you  know  how 
turtles  are."  — Lafayette  Lyre. 

*  *       * 

"My  wife  drives  me  to  drink!" 
"You're  lucky,  brother.    Most  of  us 
have  to  fight  for  it." 

— Californian  Pelican. 

*  *       * 

Indignant  Admirer  (to  small-part 
lady  who  has  had  a  row  with  the 
theatre  manager)  —  But  surely  the 
other  girls  will  stand  by  you,  dear! 

She — Oh,    they've    all    offered    to 

take  my  part,  if  that's  what  you  mean ! 

— Bucknell  Belle  Hop. 


Hee:  Ever  see  a  worse  fog  than 
this? 

Haw:    Yes,  one. 

Hee:    Is  that  so,  where? 

Haw:  Why,  er  .  .  er  .  .it  was  so 
foggy  I  really  couldn't  tell  where  it 
was. 

— Middlebury  Blue  Baboon. 

*  *       * 

Warden  (to  condemned  man)  : 
"Have  you  anything  to  say  before  we 
spring  the  trap?" 

"Well,  sir,  if  it's  just  the  same  to 
you,  I'd  like  to  have  a  mattress  under 
them  gallows.  If  that  rope  busts,  I'm 
like  to  get  hurt." 

— Stanford  Chaparral. 

*  *       * 

First  Town  Crier:  "Asleep  again! 
Is  this  a  force  of  habit?" 

Second  Town  Crier:  "N-n-no  sir, 
jest  a  habit  o'  the  force." 

— Cornell   Widow. 
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THE    VIRTUOUS    HUSBAND. 

By  Freeman  Tilden.    Toronto :  The 
Macmillan  Company.     $2.50. 

"The  Virtuous  Husband"  is  the 
story  of  a  young  man  who  takes  the 
world  very  seriously  indeed,  or  rather 
one  feels  that  the  author  takes  the 
world  in  that  manner  and  in  interpret- 
ing Jim  Buckbarrow  and  his  adventures 
he  has  omitted  to  mention  that  his  hero 
had  very  probably  a  sense  of  humor. 
Most  newspaper  men  have — they  have 
to  or  they  would  soon  have  to  leave 
the  "game"  for  some  honest  means  of 
earning  a  living. 

Jim  Buckbarrow  starts  writing  for  a 
weekly  and  eventually  finds  himself  as 
police  reporter  on  a  Boston  paper,  dur- 
ing which  time  he  is  black-jacked  by 
thugs  as  a  reward  for  his  expose  of  the 
bloody  practices  of  the  police  at  one  of 
the  stations  on  his  round  of  calls. 

But  Jim  Buckbarrow's  physical  ad- 
ventures are  as  nothing  when  compared 
to  his  mental  and  cardiac  experiences  in 
a  world  in  which  women  play  a  tre- 
mendous role.  There  is  more  about 
the  New  Woman  and  the  Old-fash- 
ioned Woman  than  there  is  about  the 
Virtuous  Husband.  Jim's  father,  Dr. 
Buckbarrow,  is  a  type  representing 
fairly  well  the  aquiescent  male  receding 
in  importance  before  the  coming  female, 
the  other  Dr.  Buckbarrow,  Jim's 
mother.  His  parents  are  killed  early 
in  his  life  and  he  is  adopted  by  a 
"wholesome,"  conservative  family  in  a 
small  town.  There  he  passes  his  ad- 
olescent years  and  falls  in  love. 

His  life  in  the  city  is  a  complete 
change.  A  new  influence  in  the  very 
alluring  and  radiant  shape  of  Patricia 
Corliss  all  but  dominates  him.  Jim  is 
torn  between  the  old  and  the  new  and 
the  decision  goes  to  the  old. 

A  great  deal  of  sympathy  with  both 
sides  of  the  question  is  displayed  in 
the  writing,  but  one  cannot  help  but 
think  that  if  everyone  hadn't  taken 
themselves  so  very  seriously  some  of  the 


hopeless     tangles     might     have     been 
avoided. 

THE  BEST  PLAYS  OF  1924-25. 
And  a  Year  Book  of  the  Drama  in 
America.  By  Burns  Mantle.  To- 
ronto: Longmans,  Green,  Publish- 
ers.    $3.00. 

This  annual  publication  has  become 
an  institution.  Now  in  its  sixth  year, 
an  increasingly  large  number  of  persons 
regard  it  each  year  as  their  chief  means 
of  keeping  well-informed  upon  devel- 
opments on  the  stage.  It  is  of  especial 
benefit  to  those  whose  place  of  residence 
makes  it  impossible  to  see  the  better 
plays  first  hand,  except  in  a  few  ins- 
tances, at  the  hands  of  amateurs.  It  is 
very  doubtful,  however,  if  a  play  such 
as  "What  Price  Glory,"  probably  the 
most  significant  event  in  the  theatre  of 
recent  years,  will  ever  receive  amateur 
rendering.  As  handled  in  shortened 
form  in  this  edition  it  is  without  much 
of  the  crude  realism  of  language  which 
might  offend  the  delicate  ears  of  the 
Ladies'  Literary  Society  of  Rippling 
Rock,  Sask.  That  this  play  suffers  by 
publication  must  be  surmised  but  even 
in  its  present  abbreviated  form  its  crude 
strength  is  apparent. 

The  following  plays  are  also  pub- 
lished in  abridged  form  in  this  volume: 
"They  Knew  What  They  Wanted," 
"Desire  Under  the  Elms,"  The  Fire- 
brand,"   "Dancing    Mothers,"    "Mrs. 
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Partridge  Presents,"  "The  Fall  Guy," 
"The  Youngest,"  "Minick"  and 
"Wild  Birds."  The  casts  and  synop- 
ses of  all  plays  produced  during  the 
season  are  included  together  with  much 
other  interesting  information  pertinent 
to  the  season  in  New  York  as  well  as 
in  Chicago  and  in  California.  Alto- 
gether a  very  entertaining  volume  which 
should  greatly  improve  anyone's  con- 
versational bridge  average. 

THE  LAND  OF  AFTERNOON. 

By  Gilbert  Knox.  Ottawa:  The 
Graphic  Publishers.  $2.00. 
An  extremely  clever  satire  on  social 
and  political  life  at  the  Nation's  Cap- 
ital. We  must  be  taking  on  a  national 
stature  when  we  publish  a  book  of 
such  pitiless  introspection.  Raymond 
and  Marjorie  Dilling  arrive  from  Pinto 
Plains,  from  which  town  Billing  has 
been  elected  a  member  of  pariament. 
They  bring  with  them  something  of  a 
Main  Street  background  and  a  full 
equipment  of  lofty  ideals  and  sociabil- 
ity. Here  on  the  shoals  of  convention 
and  intrigue  their  craft  has  a  stormy 
time.  For  Marjorie  there  are  many  in- 
explicable and  stunning  blows  in  the 
struggle  with  the  mysterious  THING, 
which  is  or  is  not  being  done  at  such 
and  such  a  moment.  For  Dilling  there 
is  a  battle  with  the  smug  political  game 
played  by  his  disillusioned  political  as- 
sociates. The  inhabitants  of  the  "Land 
of  Afternoon"  are  held  up  to  merci- 
less,— and,  we  trust, — at  times  exag- 
gerated exposure  and  they  show  up 
rather  poorly.  The  book  should  prove 
a  consolation  for  the  defeated  aspirant 
for  political  honors. 

THE  BEST  BRITISH  SHORT 
STORIES  OF  1925.  Edited  by 
Edward  ].  O'Brien  and  John 
Cournos.  Toronto:  Longmans, 
Green,  Publishers.     $2.50. 

The  eleventh  issue  of  this  depend- 
ably excellent  anthology.  This  vol- 
ume is   in   general   effect   very   like   its 
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predecessors  in  that  the  average  story 
is  distinctly  British.  In  fact  it  is  doubt- 
ful if  several  of  them  could  have  found 
a  place  in  American  magazines,  so 
different  are  they  in  structure  and  con- 
ception from  what  we  have  been  edu- 
cated to  expect  on  this  continent.  An- 
other difference  is  the  almost  complete 
absence  of  the  Pollyanna  attitude.  In 
the  first  five  stories  picked  at  random 
by  the  reviewer,  "Faithful  Jenny 
Dove,"  "Poor  Man's  Inn,"  "Jimmy 
and  the  Desperate  Woman,"  "Fifty 
Pounds"  and  "Chanson  Triste,"  the 
tragic  element  is  foremost.  Never- 
theless the  joy  to  the  reader  from 
the  exquisite  craftsmanship  is  in  most 
cases  sufficient  to  grant  a  distinctly 
pleasant  reaction. 

THE  POWER  AND  THE 
GLORY.  By  Sir  Gilbert  Parker. 
Toronto:  The  Macmillan  Com- 
pany, Toronto. 

A  novel  of  LaSalle  and  Frontenac, 
of  battle,  discovery,  love  and  intrigue 
in  New  France  and  Old  France.  We 
found  the  faithfully  depicted  atmos- 
phere gripping  and  the  action  thrilling, 
but  somehow  it  is  not  easy  to  escape 
from  the  conviction  that  withal  one  is 
being  deliberately  educated,  a  sturdy 
barrier  to  romance.  Regarded  as  an 
educational  story  delightfully  sugar- 
coated  it  is  singularly  successful. 
Taken  either  way,  "The  Power  and 
the  Glory"  is  a  welcome  addition  to 
those  fine  novels  which  are  serving  to 
enlarge  the  Canadian  conception  of  the 
picturesque  and  romantic  qualities  of 
our  national  traditions. 

LOCKER  ROOM  BALLADS.  By 

W.    Hastings    Webling.      Toronto: 
S.  B.  Gundy  &  Co.    $1.00. 

A  collection  of  rhymes  in  which  the 
author  sets  forth  in  catchy  style  all  the 
humor  and  tragedy  of  the  Royal  and 
Ancient  Game.  We  recommend  it  to 
the  golfer  who  is  wont,  on  a  winter's 
evening,  to  sit  and  muse  over  the  past 
or  coming  season's  struggles  with  the 
elusive  pill. 


"I  didn't  know  fishing  could  be  so 
interesting,   Hugo!" 

"Do  you  find  it  interesting,  though 
I  have  caught  nothing?" 

"Yes,  it  amuses  me  when  you  jerk 
up  the  empty  hook." 

— Meggendorfer  Blaetter,  Munich. 


PerfectBlend 


Salada  is  synonymous 
with  the  best  in  Teas. 
Skilfully  blended  from 
choice,  fresh,  tender 
leaves,  and  sold  only  in 
sealed  aluminum  pack- 
ets, it  gives  to  the  con- 
sumer the  utmost  in  de- 
licious flavor,  strength, 
and  purity.  Properly 
made,  every  cup  is  per- 
fection. 
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A  Lifebuoy  Overshoe  that  Solves  the  Question! 


The  question  of  tailor-made  appearance. 
The  question  of  adjustability  to  any  size  leg. 
The  question  of  protecting  skirts  from  buckle  tears. 
The  question  of  buckles  opened  by  coat  bottom. 
The  question  of  perfect  fit,  warmth  and  lightness. 
The  question  of  concealed  fasteners. 
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Light  as  a  rubber,  warm  as  a  blanket  and  stylish  as  a 
tailor-made  suit,  this  new  Lifebuoy  Adjusto  Overshoe  for 
men  is  all  that  one  could  wish  for  in  winter  foot  protection. 

Slips  on  and  off  easily;  adjustable  to  any  size  leg; 
trouser  bottoms  can  be  neatly  tucked  inside  if  desired. 

There  is  no  substitute  for  Lifebuoys.  Ask  for  them 
by  name.  6 
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Historical  Nut  (to  book  clerk)  : 
"Give  me  the  Life  of  Abraham  Lin- 
coln." 

Book  Clerk:  "Sorry,  sir,  but  Wilkes 
Booth   beat  you    to    it." 

— Cougar  s  PaW. 
*       #       * 

She:  Do  you  mind  animals  here? 
He:  We  most  certainly  do  madam! 
She:  Then  will  you  mind  these  for 
me  a  little  while? 

— J  ack-o-Laniern. 

Sweet  Young  Thing:  "Will  you 
be  a  stag  at  our  formal  next  week?" 

Freshman:  "Sure,  I  love  masquer- 
ade parties." 

— Sun  Dial. 

Judge:  "You  say  you  were  never  in 
this  court  before?" 

Defendant:  "No  suh.  Dis  am  mah 
fust    an'    onhest   time." 

Judge:  "I've  certainly  seen  your 
face  somewhere." 

Defendant:  "Yas,  suh;  you  sho  has, 
— I'se  yo'  bootlegguh." 

— Life. 


"Will  you  miss  me?"  sang  the  en- 
tertainer  in   a   cracked    voice. 

"Not  if  my  gun  shoots  true,"  yelled 
a  voice  from  the  gallery. 

— Cracker. 
*       *       * 

Hoch! 

"You  say  the  German  Junkers  will 
coon  be  extinct?" 

"Yes.  They're  dying  off  von  by 
von." 

— Dirge. 

Famous  Commands  of   Famous 
Branches 

"By  fours  from  the  right,  prepare  to 
rush." 

"Dismount  and  fight  on  foot." 
"Construct   the   bridge." 
"Cough."    — West   Point   Pointer. 

Desperate  Suitor:  "I'll  give  you  a 
quarter  Tommy,  if  you  will  get  me  a 
lock  of  your  sister's  hair." 

Small  Brother:  "Make  it  a  dollar, 
and  I'll  get  you  the  whole  bunch.  I 
know  where  she  hangs  it." 

— Washington  Cougar  s  Paw. 


The   Right   Church,   etc. 

(Continued  from  pane  17) 

three  a.m.  while  he  looked  for  Santa 
Claus.  My  wife  has  relations  all 
over  the  place.  At  this  moment  my 
son  is  driving  some  flapper  around  in 
my  car  and  probably  telling  her  that 
he  owns  it.  I'm  about  as  necessary 
at  home  as  a  railway  time-table  in 
Mongolia." 

He  looked  up,  but  the  Sentimental- 
ist had  departed  for  the  public  library. 


Criticism 

"How's  the  act  going?" 

"They're       applauding 

something 

fierce." 

"You  said  something." 

—Life. 

A  Russian  was  being  led  off  to  ex- 
ecution by  a  squad  of  Bolshevik 
soldiers  on  a  rainy  morning. 

"What  brutes  you  Bolsheviks  are," 
grumbled  the  doomed  one,  "to  march 
me  through  a  rain  like  this." 

"How  about  us?"  retorted  one  of 
the  squad.  "We  have  got  to  march 
back." 

— Western. 

Child  (innocently) :  Muther,  how 
did  Dad  bekum  a  professor  at  the 
university? 

Mother:  So  you've  begun  to  won- 
der, too,  have  you? 

— Penn.  Punch  Bowl. 

He:  "Didn't  I  see  you  taking  a 
tramp  through  the  woods  yesterday?" 

She:  "The  idea!  That  was  my 
father." — Washington  Cougar  s  Paw. 

"You  were  awfully  drunk  last  night, 
Al." 

"Why,  I  only  had  one  glass." 

"One  glass!  Impossible!" 

"No,  they  kept  filling  it  all  the 
time." 

— C.  C.  N.   Y.  Mercury. 

Nearly  every  man  is  a  firm  believer 
in  heredity  until  his  son  flunks  out  of 
college. 

— Denver  Parakeet. 

"M'lord — could  you  give  a  poor 
man  a  pound?" 

"That  I  could — and  right  readily  a 
kick  too." — California  Pelican. 
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Autobiographical  Note 

I've  seen  pictures  of  author's  allegedly  working, 

And  noted  the  clothes  that  they've  worn 
While  within  their  tall  heads  there's  apparently  lurking 

A  thought  that's   about   to   be   born. 
There's  J.  Edgar  Blanket  (his  first  name  is  John,) 

Who  ostensibly  never  conceives 
A  corking  new  story  unless  he  has  on 

A  short  that  has  truncated  sleeves. 

There's  Joseph  P.   Jenkins,  who's  always  his  best 

As  a  hair-raising  narrator  when 
His  hero  is  saving  a  maiden,  out  west 

Where  the  men,  so  I  take  it,  are  men. 
I  pick  up  his  photograph  and,   as   I   look, 

His  talisman  comes  to  my  eye, 
And  I  know  he  can  only  put  life  in  a  book 

When  he's  wearing  a  soft  Windsor  tie. 

There's  myself — how  my  readers,  if  any,  would  get 

Their   ideas   of    me    badly   shaken 
By  seeing  my  photo,  "At  Work,"  which  as  yet 

Remains  with  the  Great  Untaken! 
For  I'm  sitting  here  holding  the  pose  of  a  poet, 

And  languidly  tapping  the  keys, 
While  the  garb  that  I'm  wearing,  well,  if  you  must  know  it, 

I'm  clad  in  my  B.  V.  D.'s! 

— Brown  Jug. 

*       *       * 

Music    Instructor:    "What   are   pauses?" 
Pupil:    "They  grow  on  cats." 

—  Yellow  Jacket. 
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A  little  higher  in  price .  but  — 

what  a  wonderful  difference 

a  few  cents  make 
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NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 
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"What  do  you  feed  your  pig?" 

"Corn." 

"In  the  ear?" 

"No,  in  the  mouth." 


-BroWrt  Jug. 


I  didn't  raise  my  check  to  be  a  convict. 

— West  Point  Pointer. 


"What's  the  matter,  little  boy?" 
"Ma's   gone   and   drowned   all   the   kittens." 
"Dear  me.  That's  too  bad." 

"Yep  she  —  boo  hoo  —  promised  me  I  could  do  it." 

— Bison. 

*  *       * 

Hi  Finance 

"I'll  sell  you  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  for  five,"  said  the 
slick,  sharp-faced  gentleman. 

"Naw,"  answered  the  hick,  "  I  reckon  I'll  want  that 
ere  Woolworth  Buildin',  stranger.  How  much  kin  ya  take 
for  it?" 

"That'll  cost  you  ten.  Now,  if  you're  looking  for 
something  good,  here's  the  Aquarium  you  can  get  cheap." 

"Reckon  I'll   take  it." 

He  took  the  postal  card  from  the  rack  and  handed  the 
clerk  a  dime. 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

Professor — Now  this  plant  belongs  to  the  begonia 
family. 

Visitor — Ah,  yes,  and  you're  keeping  it  for  them 
while  they're  away. 

— J  ack-o-Laniern. 
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Your  Gift  to  HER 

Just  those  adorable  things 
women  love  for  Christmas 
— you'll  find  them  at 

Holt,  Renfrew 

Adelaide  at  Yonge 
Toronto 


THE 

DIET  KITCHEN 

TEA  ROOMS 

72  and  80  WEST  BLOOR  ST. 

BREAKFAST 

LUNCHEON 

AFTERNOON 
TEA 

DINNER 

Sunday  night   supper  will  be 
served  in  Annex  until  9.30 


Telephone: 
R.4382 
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Our  secret  service  agents,  working 
overtime,  have  returned  sufficient  in- 
formation to  make  it  a  pretty  shrewd 
guess  to  say  that  a  great  many  people 
this  month  are  going  to  rush  rapidly 
hither  and  yon  with  crumpled  lists  and 
harried  features  from  this  store  to  that 
and  occasionally  back  again  to  this. 
This  strenuous  game  is  known  as  the 
Annual  Christmas  Rush  and  ranks 
equally  high  as  an  outdoor  exercise 
with  Football,  Hockey,  Street-car 
Mounting  at  Five-thirty  and  Rum  Run- 
ning. The  principal  reason  for  all  the 
excitement  is  that  no  one  is  absolutely 
certain  that  they  are  selecting  a  suitable 
gift.  The  Shopper  is  continually  pur- 
sued by  the  horrible  premonition  that 
Auntie  Ethelbert  won't  be  tickled  to 
death  with  that  nice  aluminum  bicycle 
pump  or  Uncle  Bert  with  his  water 
wings. 

"Joking  to  one  side,"  as  someone  has 
said,  the  most  important  thing  to  re- 
member is  that  the  experienced  shopper 
has  his  or  her  list  purged  of  doubtful 
olbjecjts  before  setting  out.  A  few 
things  NOT  to  give  are  listed  in  the 
current  issue  of  the  New  Yorker: 

"Don't  give  women — 

"Powder  puffs  at  the  end  of  long 
sticks ;  fancy  shoe-trees,  clothes  hang- 
ers, or  lingerie  clasps;  cheap  perfume, 
powder,  or  bath-salts,  unless  you  know 
they  like  some  particular  brand;  per- 
fumed cigarettes;  boudoir  caps,  or  any 
kind  of  evening  headgear;  garters  with 
powder  puff  pockets  attached;  ostrich 
feather  fans,  unless  you  know  they 
want  one;  cotton  top  stockings  (in  fact, 
anyth  ng,  except  sheer,  all-silk,  or  im- 
ported lisle  stockings)  ;  cotton  lingerie 
unless  it  is  of  imported  French  batiste; 
novelty  jewelry,  unless  it  is  the  very 
latest  thing  out  (this  does  NOT  mean 
slave  bracelets)  ;  pink  or  blue  enamel- 
led lockets  or  toilet  articles;  artificial 
flowers;  colored  silk  handkerchiefs; 
handkerchief  cases  made  of  ribbon ; 
ribbon  evening  bags ;  colored 
writing  paper ;  apparatus  to  hide  or 
ornament   telephones ;    cheap   manicure 


For  over  100 
years,  Dack's 
have  been 
making  high- 
est quality 
shoes  for  men 
exclusively. 


Shoes  for  Men 

(from  maker  to  wearer) 

Every  Dack  shoe  is  made  in  our 
own  workshops  and  only  sold 
direct  to  the  wearer  by  mail  or 
at  our  shops. 

We  will  gladly  mail  you  our  newest 

stylo    book   on    request  —  proper   fit 

assured. 

Shops  at 

Toronto:   73  King  St.  West 
Toronto:   16  Bloor  St.  East 
Montreal:   Mount  Royal  Hotel 
Winnipeg:   319  Fort  Street 
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117  Yonge  Street 
(over  Tamblyn's) 

Where  Home-Cooked  Meals 
Are  Daintily  Served  in  Cozy 
Home-Like  Surroundings. 

Separate  Smoking  Room 


Established  42  Years 
Quality  Still  Unequalled 

BURGER'S 
CANDIES 

Uptown  Store,  778  Yonge  St. 
Downtown  Store,  92  Yonge  St. 

Mail  Orders  and  City 
Deliveries,  Main  2908 
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Benj.  Franklin  invented  two- 
sight  glasses.  They  were 
crude  to  say  the  least,  two 
lenses  cut  in  half  and  placed 
in  an  unsightly  frame. 

To-day  you  can  enjoy  the 
comfort  that  comes  from 
wearing  Invisible  Bifocal 
Glasses,  consult  your  Eye- 
sight Specialist  and  when  he 
advises  Bifocals  ask  for  IM- 
PERIAL KRYPTOKS  (best 
invisible  Double  Vision 
Glasses). 

Above  GUARANTEE  sup- 
plied with  genuine  IM- 
PERIAL KRYPTOKS. 

Made  in  Canada 

Sold  the  World  over 

imperial  %ttcal  Co. 

Hermant  Bldg.       Toronto 

Wholesale  Only 


Uncle:  "Money,  money,  always 
money.  I'm  glad  I  have  only  one 
nephew." 

Nephew:  "So  am  I,  uncle." 

— Nagels  Uuslige  Welt,  Berlin. 


MODERN  DANCING 

Miss  Edna  Hinch 

356  Brunswick  Ave. 
Foxtrot  and  Waltz 

Taught  in  Three  Private  Lessons 

Special  Rates  to  Students 

For  Appointment  Phone  Trinity  0037 
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sets;  pin  cushions;  or  cigarette  holders 
of  painted  wood. 

"Don't  give  men — 

"Initialled  silver  belt  buckles;  loud 
striped  neckties;  scarfs  or  ties  cov- 
ered with  elephants  or  Irish  terriers; 
socks;  signet  rings;  colored  silk  hand- 
kerchiefs ;  ash  trays  or  smoking  stands ; 
cigarette  or  cigar  holders;  books  of 
after-dinner  jokes,  or  toasts  to  sweet- 
hearts and  wives;  novelty  cigarette 
cases;  silk  shirts;  trick  appliances  to 
carry  in  pockets,  such  as  key  rings, 
knives  containing  corkscrews,  nail  files, 
etc. ;  any  camp  or  sport  equipment ;  or 
monogramed  matches. 

"In  fact,  the  main  thing  to  remember 
is  not  to  give  anything  cheap.  For 
small  remembrances  to  casual  acquain- 
tances, in  particular,  get  the  best  thing 
of  its  kind.  It  is  better  to  get  one  good 
cigar  than  a  box  of  bad  ones.  It  is 
better  to  get  one  exquisite  linen  hand- 
kerchief than  a  dozen  silk  ones  border- 
ed with  imitation  lace.  Also,  unless  a 
practical  joke  is  intended,  it  is  wisest 
nevpr  to  give  novelties. — L.  L." 

Toronto  Shoppers  are  fortunate  this 
year  as  a  glance  over  the  store  windows 
will  indicate.  Dack's  are  showing  some 
especially  attractive  socks  which  will 
appeal  to  the  heart  of  the  discriminat- 
ing male,  and  for  the  man  who  seeks  a 
present  for  the  sweetest  girl  in  the  world 
it  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  more 
suitable  answer  to  the  annual  question 
than  is  to  be  found  within  the  doors  of 
Holt,  Renfrew.  Christmas  would  be 
incomplete  without  candies  and  those 
made  by  the  old  firm  of  Burger's  are 
indicated  for  the  possessor  of  a  sweet 
tooth.  Another  brand  which  will  be 
popular  around  the  holiday  season  is 
the  Fanny  Parker, 
nicely 


which 
stockin 


fits 


a   small   box   of 
in     a     Christmas 


-Pegg-j  Pecksniff. 


Husband:  Knowest  thou  how  to 
bringge  uppe  thy  childe? 

Wife:  Certainlie,  sluggarde. 
Husband:    Then   snappe   to.      Thy 
childe  is  at  the  bottomme  of  ye  cisterne. 
— Hamilton  Royal  Gaboon. 
*       *       * 

Cadet:  Say,  waiter,  will  you  please 
close  that  window? 

Waiter:  Is  there  a  draft,  sir? 

Cadet:  Well,  not  exactly,  but  it's 
the  fourth  time  my  steak  has  blown 
off  the  plate.  — Vedette. 
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JULIAN  SALE" 


BUXTON 
KEYTAINERS 

as  Christmas  Gifts 

A  neat  little  leather  case  that 
keeps  all  your  keys  flat  and 
together,  and  at  your  finger 
tips.  Handy  and  easy  on  the 
pockets  —  neat  and  service- 
able— and  if  by  any  chance 
you  should  lose  the  Keytainer 
you  may  speed  up  the  finding 
of  it  by  applying  the 

IDENTIFICATION 
SERVICE 

—  Each  Keytainer  with  the 
pocket  has  small  card  and 
a  number  with  the  request 
that  the  finder  send  it  to 
"Julian  Sale"  at  Toronto, 
and  receive  a  reward.  An- 
other card  with  the  duplicate 
number  and  the  owner's  ad- 
dress is  filed  with  "Julian 
Sale"  for  identification.  On 
receipt  of  the  lost  Keytainer 
it  is  forwarded  to  its  owner — 
and  the  finder  receives  the 
reward. 

Cowhide  Keytainer,  brown  or 
black.  Six  hooks.  Holds 
twelve  keys.    No.  02-6,  $1.00 

Other    prices    from    50c.    to 
$11.00. 

Made  by  Julian  Sale  and  sold 

at   the  same  prices   as   in   the 

United  Stales. 

The  JULIAN  SALE 

LEATHER  GOODS  CO.,  LTD. 
TORONTO 
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A  colored  mammy  came  into  the  office  of  the  estate 
for  which  she  worked  to  receive  her  wages.  As  she  could 
not  write  she  always  receipted  with  the  customary  cross. 

On  a  following  occasion  she  made  a  circle  instead  of  a 
cross  and  the  man  in  charge  noticing  it  remarked  to  her 
about  it. 

"Well,"  the  old  negress  explained,  "ah  done  got  mar- 
ried yesterday  an'  changed  mah  name." 

— Notre  Dame  Juggler. 


85. 


She:  Do  you  play  golf,  Isham? 

He :  Do  I  ?  Why,  I  played  the  Pinehurst  course  once  in 

She:  Prevaricator!   It  wasn't  built  until  '16. 

— J  ack-o -Lantern. 


Butler   (impressively)  :  "That  wine,  sir,  is  twenty  years 
old." 

Princeton  Grad:  "Gee  whiz!  what  rattling  good  stuff  it 
must  have  been  when  it  was  fresh!" 

— Lampoon. 

*  *  * 

Saturday  Night  Inspection 

Angry   Wife:    What   does   this   powder   on  your   coat 
mean? 

Unfortunate    Negative    Quantity:    Trouble,    my    dear, 
trouble. 

— Sniper. 


"What's  the  penalty  for  bigamy?" 
"Two  mothers-in-law." 


-Mercury. 


Yukon  If  You  Like 

Cop:  "Hey,  you  muggers  on  that  bench.  Where  ya 
from,    huh?" 

They:   "We're  just  two  sweethearts  from  Alaska." 
"A wright  then,  mush  on." 

— Chicago  Phoenix. 

*  *       * 

Landlord:  "I'm  going  to  raise  your  rent  next  month, 
Mr.  Dooley." 

Tenant:  "Thanks,  old  boy.  I  was  just  wondering  how 
I'd  do  it." 

— Mercury. 

*  *       * 

"Have  you  much  room  in  your  new  flat?" 
"Mercy,  no!  My  kitchen  and  dining-room  are  so  small, 
I  have  to  use  condensed  milk." 

— Mercury. 

*       *       * 

"Why  don't  you  play  your  banjo  or  mandolin?" 

"There  is  no  choice." 

"What  do  you  mean  there  is  no  choice?" 

"I  haven't  any  pick." 

— Western. 

*  *       * 

Mistress:  I  saw  the  milkman  kiss  you  this  morning. 
I'll  take  the  milk  in  myself  after  this. 

Janet:  It  won't  do  any  good,  mum.  He  promised  to 
kiss  nobody  except  me. 

— Navy  Log. 

*  *       * 

"Why  don't  they  have  insane  asylums  in  Arabia?" 
"Because  there  are  nomad  people  there,  you  sap." 

— Penn.  Punch  Boidl. 
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"Do  you  think  she  is  really  mar- 
ried?" 

"Good  Lord,  I  hope  so." 
"Why  do  you  say  that?" 

"She  is  my  wife!" 

— Cracker. 

*       *       * 

Astronomy  Fan:  "And  did  you  ob- 
serve Sirius,  the  dog  star,  closely  last 
night?" 

Movie  Fan:  "Yes,  he  was  great  in 
'Nomads  of  the  North,'  wasn't  he?" 

— Outlaw. 

'05  Graduate:  "What's  become  of 
ol*  college  spirit  that  used  to  be  around 
the  campus?" 

Student:  "It's  pretty  hard  to  get 
nowadays,  sir." 

— Ski-u-mah. 

♦  *  * 

What's  this  about  you  and  Eddie 
getting  fined  for  breaking  a  traffic 
law? 

Yes !  Can  you  imagine !  And  we 
were  only  stopping  under  a  sign  that 
said  "Fine  for  Parking." 

— Virginia  Reel. 
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Proved  safe  by  millions  and  prescribed  by  physicians  for 
Headache     Neuralgia      Colds  Lumbago 

Pain  Toothache     Neuritis        Rheumatism 
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Accept    only    "Bayer"    package 
which  contains  proven  directions. 

Handy    "Bayer"    boxes    of    12    tablets 
Also  bottles  of  24  and  100 — Druggists. 

Aspirin  is  the  trade  mark  (registered  in  Canada)  of  Bayer  Manufacture  of  Monoacetic- 
aeldester  of  Salicylicaeid  (Acetyl  Salicylic  Acid,  "A.  S.  A.").  While  it  is  well  known 
that  Aspirin  means  Bayer  manufacture,  to  assist  the  public  against  imitations,  the  Tablets 
of   Bayer  Company   will   be   stamped  with    their  general    trade   mark,    the    "Bayer   Cross." 


A  season  ticket  to  the 
BIQ  SHOW -New  - 
startlingly  different 
every  month.  Follow 
the  sign  and  CLIP  the 

coupon: 


/2  MONTHS 

of LAUGHTER 

AHEAD 

n 


Your  Girl  Friend 
and  Your  Big  Buddy 

will  be  your  friend  forever  when  they  re- 
ceive a  years  subscription  to  GflJCfjCHUtnOT 

It  will  cost  you  only  $5.  You  can't  solve 
this  tough  Xmas  problem  any  easier. 

Every  month  they  will  be  reminded  of 
your  Christmas  thoughtfulness  when 
they  read  "The  Best  Comedy  in  Amer- 
ica." A  trick  John  Held,  Jr.  Christmas 
card  sent  with  each  subscription. 

Solve  the  problem— Clip  the  Coupon 

College  Humor 

1050  N.  La  Salle  St.,  Chicago 

Please  send  to  my  two  good  friends 


Addiess  Add:  ess 

and  don't  forget  your  trick  Xmas  card  with  my  name 


Sender's  Name  Address 

Attached  is  my  check  for  $5.00  for  two,  or  $3.00  one  subscription. 
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SEOXYL 


IKAUt  MAKK 


REGISTERED 


POSITIVELY  PREVENTS 

SEA-SICKNESS 

SEOXYL  is  a  wonderful  recent  discovery  made  by  a  prac- 
ticing physician. 

We  guarantee  SEOXYL  to  be 

SAFE— SURE— HARMLESS 

and  to  prevent  also  train,  automobile  and  street  railway 

sickness. 

Send   $1.00  for  package   containing  tablets  for   10   days' 

voyage,  or  write  us  for  names  of  druggists  in  your  vicinity 

who  handle  SEOXYL. 

SEOXYL   SALES   GO.    LIMITED 

11  Broadway,  New  York  / 
32  Front  St.  W.,  Toronto 


Vernon  House 
Sicilian  Ave. 


[London, Eng 


The  height  of  slow  motion  would  be  two  Scotchmen 
racing  for  the  dinner  check. 

— Middlebury  Blue  Baboon. 

*  *       * 

"Come  out  to  my  country  place.  You  can  go  horseback 
riding  and  play  golf." 

"That's  polo,  isn't  it?" 

— Columbia  Jester. 

*  *       * 

Dumb:  Do  you  know  that  seventeen  thousand  twelve 
hundred  and  eighty-two  elephants  were  needed  to  make  bil- 
liard balls  last  year. 

Dora :  My,  oh  my,  isn't  it  wonderful  that  such  big 
beasts  can  be  taught  such  exacting  work? 

— Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

"Mandy,  what  foh  is  you  goin'  inter  dat  beauty  parlor?" 

"Go  'long,  Big  Boy,  an'  lemme  'lone.    Ah  is  goin'  ter 

get  me  a  pehmanent  straight."  — Columns. 

*  *       * 

"And  father  says  to  fill  this  prescription  right  away 
'cause  he's  going  to  have  a  cold  Friday  night." 

—  Beanpot. 

*  *       * 

Dep. — That  girl  is  a  corker. 

Loma — Who  is  she? 

"She  works  down  at  the  bottling  works." 

— Texas  Ranger. 

"You're  concealing  something  from  me,"  said  the 
hero. 

"Certainly,  I  am,"  replied  the  girl.  "I'm  no 
Salome."  — Ex. 


From  War  to  Peace 

"He  ran  into  a  formation  of  sixty  German 
machines  ....  attacked  them  single-handed" 
...  "Captured  the  entire  crews  of  three  guns" 
....  "indomitable  resolution  in  the  face  of 
the  enemy"  ....  "in  total  absence  of  cover 
....   dressed  the  wounded  where  they  were 

hit " 

Thus  was  writ  the  valor  of  Canada's  V.C. 
heroes.  Thus  they  fought  in  war.  How  have 
they  fared  in  peace  ?  Read  the  answer  as  told 
by  Thain  MacDowell,  V.C,  in 

December  1  MacLean's 

Moonlight  on  a  lonely  moor;  a  super-radio; 
a  voice  of  unearthly  beauty  and  then — ghostly 
tragedy:  "The  Super-Magnifico,"  by  L.  Adams 
Beck,  in  December  1  MacLean's. 

Other  Fact  and  Fiction  Features: 

"Canadian  Heads  League  of  Nations" 

By  Napier  Moore 
— an  intimate  sketch  of  Hon.  Raoul 
Dandurand. 
"Jeanne  Gordon  Wins  Her  Laurels" 

By  Dorothy  G.  Bell 
— a  Canadian  diva's  struggle  for  rec- 
ognition. 
"The  Canada  I  Knew" 

By  Jane  Seymour 
— the  romantic  Canada  of  fifty  years 
ago. 
"The  Men  Who  Came  Back" 

By  C.C.  Millar 
— "Fragments  from  France"  who  have 
made  good. 
"Too  Many  Sheets  to  Windward" 

By  Norma  Phillips  Muir 
— another  Peter  and  Pokey  yarn. 
"A  Voice  in  the  Garden" 

By  Beatrice  Redpath 
— an  artistic  temperament  and  a 
crisis. 

"Two  Days"  By  Frederick   Bending 

— a  flat-foot  discovers  Christmas  and 
finds  his  soul. 
"Joy  Cometh  in  the  Morning" 

By  Kathleen  Redman  Strange 
—an  English  war-bride  achieves  hap- 
piness on  the  prairies. 
"The  House  of  the  Shadows" 

By  Beatrice  Kean  Seymour 
— innocence  braves  the  shadows  to 
learn  peace. 

Also: 
Review  of  Reviews,   Business  and   In- 
vestments,  Women   and   Their   Work, 
Art  and  Decoration,  Wit  and  Humor, 
Question  Box. 

An  All-Canadian  Magazine  for  Canadians 

Maclean's 

X  CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 
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"Look  here,  Adolf,"  a  girl  said  to  him  reproachfully 
one  evening,  "you  wouldn't  marry  Mrs.  Copperqueen  for 
her  money,  would  you?" 

"But  how  else  can  I  get  it?"  said  Adolf. 

— Bucknell  Belle  Hop. 

*  *       * 

An  overdressed  woman  said  to  the  bus  conductor,  "Do 
you  stop  at  the  Ritz?"  What!"  cried  the  conductor,  "on 
my  wages?" 

— Stylus. 

*  *       * 

"You  had  no  business  to  kiss  me,  Senor  Don  Juan." 
"But  it  was  not  a  business,  Marqueta.  It  was  a  plea- 
sure." 

— California  Pelican. 

*  *       * 

"A  woman  is  at  the  bottom  of  everything,"  moaned  the 
farmer,  as  he  pulled  his  wife  out  of  the  well. 

— Noire  Dame  Juggler. 

*  *       * 

1  st  Colored  Gent — Let's  go  outside  and  drag  a  smoke. 
2nd  Ditto — Nossuh,  man;  I  pick  up  no  woman  tonight. 

—P.  H.  Weekly. 

*  *       * 

Much  good  English  is  wasted  on  a  billiard  ball ;  much 
bad  English  is  wasted  on  a  golf  ball. 

— Wisconsin  Octopus. 

*  *       * 

"I  blush  every  time  I  see  the  family  wash  in  the  back 
yard." 

"Do  they?" 

— Chanticleer. 


THE  "SPIRO" 

Safety  Razor  Blade 

SHARPENER 


Highly 
Nickel  Plated 


A  Christmas  Gift 
He  Will  Appreciate 


Merely  drop  the  blade  on  the  two 
pegs,  close  the  box  and  turn  the 
handle.  The  revolving  spring- 
mounted  spiral  leathers  strop  both 
sides  of  both  edges  simultaneously. 
The  result  is  a  perfectly  smooth 
shaving  blade,  such  as  you  have 
rarely  experienced.  Built  like  a 
gun,  with  nothing  to  go  wrong,  a 
"Spiro"  will  ensure  a  lifetime  of 
shaving  comfort. 

60 

Shaves  ^L  PRICE   $6.50   EACH. 

Per  Blade.  Soon  save  because  of  fewer  blades 

WATTS'    BLADES  required. 

are  made  from  the  finest 
steel  procurable.  The  oper- 
ations of  honing,  stropping 
and  testing  are  done  by 
hand  by  experts.  This  en- 
sures them  being  super- 
keen  when  they  reach  you, 
and  they  keep  this  keenness 
for    manv    smooth    shaves. 

Gillette    Type     Sl.no 

Autostrop   Type    $1.20 

Per  Pkg. 

//  your  dealer  does  not  stock  them  send  to 
A.  W.  S.  JERVIS,  18  TORONTO  ST.,  TORONTO,  2 

Canadian  Agent  for  John  Watts   (Estab.  1765)   Sheffield.  Eng. 


'    MAOeiNSHEPFIELiT? 
TESTED  *QOAB»NTEEO 


Drum  Outfits  from 
$41.25 


SAXAPHONES 
TROMBONES 
GUITARS 
VIOLINS 


CLARINETS 
TRUMPETS 
UKULELES 
BANJOS 


"Everything  in  Music  and 
Musical  Instruments  at 
Lowest  Possible    Prices." 


Whaley,  Royce  Co.,  Ltd. 

237  Yonge  Street,  Toronto 


Particular 

Prof. — "What  color  is  best  for  a  bride?" 
Stude — "I  would  prefer  a  white  one." 

— University   of    Washington   Columns. 


Epitaph 


His  point  was  six. 
He  rolled  a  seven. 
He  grabbed  the  pot. 
He's  now  in  heaven. 


— Cornell  Window. 


The  massive  ship  lay  helpless,  tossed  by  the  cruel 
waves.  She  was  sinking,  deeper  and  deeper.  The  Cap- 
tain ordered  a  distress  rocket  sent  up.  As  it  flamed  into 
the  air,  a  student  rushed  up  to  the  Captain  and  said: 

"I  shay  old  man,  isn't  this  a  helova  time   for  fire 
works!" 

— Beanpot. 
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Zfhe 

Nabob 


Other  size9  of  same 
style  brush  at  pro- 
portionate prices. 


Pure  Badger  Hair 
or  pure  Bristles  do 
not  carry  anthrax 
germs.  Avoid 
cheap  substitutes. 


32 


TRADE     --  /^ 


^jorSualitl/  and  Milue 
you  can't  beat 
^\   i—    TRAD 

,  Co  n  v\r\ 

(  SET    IN    RUBBER  ) 

Lather 
Brushes 

made  in  Canada  by  Canadians 
in  a.  hygienic  Canadian  wat/. 


Ain't  it  Fine 

Bo — I  hear  ya  gotta  raise. 
Bozo — Yeah,    I    gotta    raise    forty 
dollars  by  to-morrow  or  my  landlady 
will    throw    me    out. 

— Dirge. 
*       *       * 

The   Rising    Sap 

Ah,  have  you  not  felt  the  urge  to  rise, 
When   dawn   burst    forth   upon    the 
hill? 
To  draw  new  spirit  from  the  skies 

And  lift  your  burden  with  a  will  ? 
To  seek  the  day's  task  again, 

With  muscles  new,  athirst  for  work? 
When  all  night  asleep  you've  been 
Does  not  to  lie  in  bed  thee  irk? 
Are  you  not  eager  to  get  the  tasks  all 
done? 
Well,  I  am  not — for  one. 

— Dirge. 


"Your  husband  looks  like  a  bril- 
liant man.  I  suppose  he  knows  every- 
thing." 

"Don't  you  fool  yourself;  he  doesn't 
even  suspect  anything."  —  Wampus. 
*       *       * 

"Sire,  there  is  a  messenger  without." 
"Without  what,  Olaf?" 
"Without  the  gate." 
"Sirrah,  then  give  him  the  gate." 

— Chaparral. 

sfc  ¥  3< 

Breaking  Up  Housekeeping 

"Does  your  new  Chinese  cook  speak 
r;ood  English?" 

"No,  he  speaks  broken  China." 

— Royal  Gaboon. 

She:    You  say  he  doesn't  dance? 
He:    Well,  he's  not  very  strong,  you 
see. 

— Noire  Dame  Juggler. 


Hardly  Possible 

Poet — "Are  you  the  man  who  cut 
my  hair  last  time?" 

Barber — "I  don't  think  so,  sir.  I've 
only  been  here  six  months." 

— Gaiety. 

Kindly  Visitor  (to  warden) — "I'd 
like  to  see  convict  515,  please,  if  he's 
in." 

— Jack-o-Lantern. 

*  *       * 

Jester:   "  'Tis  bitter  cold  without." 
Watch:  "Without  what?" 
Jester:  "Without  breeches." 

— Cornell  Widow. 

*  *       * 

Look 

"You  are  concealing  something 
from  me,"  said  the  hero. 

"Certainly  I  am,"  replied  the  girl. 
"I'm  no  Salome." 

— Medley. 

*  *  * 

"Rastus,  is  my  bawth  warm?" 
"Yessah,  the  wahmest  Ah  was  evah 
in." 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 

*  *       * 

"Sir,  your  daughter  has  promised  to 
become  my  wife." 

"Well,  don't  come  near  me  for 
sympathy.  I  knew  something  like  that 
would  happen  to  you  hanging  around 
the  house  five  nights  a  week." 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *       * 

She — I   spent   the   winter   in   Ger- 
many— I  love  Danzig. 

He — Shall  we  step  out  on  the  floor, 
then,  or  is  your  cold  too  bad? 

— Williams  Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

Stude:  I  don't  like  some  of  these 
flies. 

Indignant  Waiter:  Well,  pick  out 
the  ones  you  don't  like  and  I  will  kill 
them  for  you. 

—Pup. 

*  #       $ 

She:  I'm  afraid  I  can't  marry  you. 
He:  Oh,  just  this  once! 

— Panther. 

*  *       * 

"Where  is  the  manager's  office?" 
"Follow  the  passage  until  you  come 
to  the  sign  reading  'No  Admittance.' 
Go  upstairs  till  you  see  the  sign  'Keep 
Out.'  Follow  the  corridor  till  you  see 
the  sign,  'Silence,'  then  yell  for  him." 
— Princeton  Tiger. 

*  *       * 

"My,  my,  this  boat  is  jumping  about 
terribly." 

"Why,  certainly.  The  captain  says 
it's  on  a  tack." 

— Dirge. 
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Hotel  Clerk — Why,  how  did  you 
get  here? 

Hard  Egg — I  just  blew  in  from 
Montana  with  a  bunch  of  cattle. 

Hotel  Clerk — Well,  where  are  the 
rest  of  them? 

Hard  Egg  —  Down  at  the  stock- 
yard. I  ain't  as  particular  as  they  are. 
— Yellow  Jacket. 

*  *       * 

Bootlegger  (to  man  fishing)  : 
"Have  any  luck?" 

Man:     "No." 

Bootlegger:  "Try  some  of  this  on 
your  bait." 

Man  pours  something  from  bottle 
over  the  worm  on  the  hook  and  lowers 
it  into  the  water. 

Soon  a  great  slashing  about  is 
heard  and  the  line  is  jerked  up.  The 
worm  had  a  stranglehold  on  a  catfish 
and  was  punching  him  in  the  eye  with 
his  tail. 

— The  Harvard  Crimson. 

Out  Kansas  Way 

IT  WAS  a  Konclave  of  the  Klan. 
The  hooded  figures  stood  in  a  great 
krowd  in  their  Kavern,  each  karrying 
his  torch.  The  Knight  Kommander 
and  the  Keagle  raised  aloft  the  Fiery 
Kross,  and  the  mystik  kry  rang  through 
the  night — "Kluck,  Kluck,  Ku  Klux." 
Two  small  boys  hidden  in  the  bushes 
shivered  and  wondered  what  torture 
awaited  them  if  they  were  found. 

"Come  on,  Jim  let's  go.  These 
birds  can't  be  as  hot  as  they're  cracked 
up  to  be.    I  just  seen  my  pa." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

*  *       * 

GEORGIE:  Will  you  go  to  the 
dance  with  me? 

GEORGIA  :No,  but  1*11  introduce 
you  to  a  pretty  girl  who  will  go  with 
you. 

GEORGE:  I  don't  want  a  pretty 
girl ;   I  want  you. 

— Georgia  Cracker. 


BOVRIL 

Puts  Beef 
into  ijou 


An  ideal 
gift  for 
the  man 

who 
smokes 


=  tl   =r 
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Handsome 
Glass  Humidor 
1  pound  $3.25 


FW%  Herbert       * 

lareyton 

LONDON 

SMOKING  MIXTURE 
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STUDENT  (who  has  nerved  him- 
self to  ask  a  father's  consent)  :  Pro- 
fessor de  Jones,  I  have  just  returned 
from  a  dance  with  Margaret*  *  *  an  i 
finding  you  here  alone 

PROFESSOR:  That's  all  right, 
my  boy,  broke,  eh!  Well,  here's  five; 
her  mother  used  to  clean  me  out  the 
same  way. 

— Siren. 

Not   Good    Storage 

WILSON:  That  girl  reminds  me  of 
a  packing  house. 

BROTHERS:  How's  that. 

WILSON:  Well,  when  you  get 
your  Armour  'round  her  she's  Swift — 
&  Company. 

— Ex. 

*  #  * 

She:  "Tommy  fainted  at  the  club 
the  other  night  and  we  thought  he  was 
going  to  die." 

He:  (  "Well,  did  he  kick  the 
bucket?" 

She:  "No,  he  turned  a  little  pale." 
— West   Point   Pointer. 

Tact 

Sick  Aunt — Well  I  shan't  be  a  nuis- 
ance to  you  much  longer. 

Nephew — Don't  talk  like  that  aunt, 
you  know  you  will. 

— Panther. 


When  the  paper  says  the  bride  is 
twenty-four  and  the  groom  sixty,  it 
isn't  necessary  to  add  that  he  is  con- 
sidered one  of  the  richest  men  in  the 
country. 

— Pointer. 

*  *       * 

"But  professor,  I  knew  what  it  was 
all  the  time.  I  just  didn't  write  it  down 
in  the  blue  book." 

— Octopus. 

*  *       # 

Our  forefathers  had  a  motto  that 
ran  like  this;  "Trust  in  the  Lord  but 
keep  your  powder  dry."  The  co-eds 
have   adopted  it. 

— Cracker. 

*  *       * 

Clergyman:  "Officer,  arrest  that 
man.   I  believe  him  to  be  a  bootlegger." 

Officer:  "Why?  Did  you  see  him 
make  a  wry  face?"  — Record. 

*  :;;  # 

Hobbo:  "Kind  sir,  have  you  a 
quarter  to  spare  a  poor  man?" 

E.  C.  Harner:  "Go  on  across  the 
street — I'm  working  this  side." 

— Chapparal. 


"Offi 


icer, 


that 


person    is    annoying 


"Why,  he  isn't  even  looking  at  you, 
madam." 
"Exactly." 

— Judge. 
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The  Price  of  Success 

For  over  fifty  years,  ENO's  "Fruit  Salt"  has 
been  the  health  drink  of  the  Anglo-Saxon 
in  all  parts  of  the  world.  Its  success  has 
bred  imitations — 'but  you,  who  value  pur- 
ity and  unchanging  quality,  will  not  be 
misled  by  substitutes.   You  will  still  use 

ENO'S 

-FRUIT  SALF 


The  World- Famed  Effervescent 
Saline 


Some  Christmas  Types 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

mas  cards  off-hand  and  then  has  to  find 
enough  people  to  send  them  to.  A  lot 
of  prominent  citizens  always  wonder 
around  Christmas  time  just  who  this 
William  B.  Conners  is.  The  balance 
of  trade  is  always  against  Will.  If  he 
sends  out  four  hundred  cards  he's 
lucky  if  he  gets  back  a  hundred  and 
fifty — including  thirty-five  special  New 
Year's   Greetings. 

—K.C. 

*      *      * 

A  lady  was  entertaining  the  small 
son  of  a  friend. 

"Are  you  sure  you  can  cut  your 
own  meat,  Tommy?"  she  inquired. 

"Oh,  yes,  thanks,"  answered  the 
child  politely,  "I've  often  had  it  as 
tough  as  this  at  home." 

—Taller. 

Two  little  girls  were  comparing 
notes. 

"We  had  chicken  four  times  last 
week,"  said  one. 

"How  extravagant!"  said  the  other. 

"Oh,  no,"  replied  the  first.    "It  was 
the  same  chicken." 
— Birmingham  Gazelle  and  Express. 
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Don't 

Just  AsK 
for      , 

Bulbs 


Two  gas-filled  lamps  may 
look  identical,  yet  one  can 
contain  a  rare  and  costly 
gas  known  as  argon,  which 
is  used  exclusively  in  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps,  while  the 
other  may  be  filled  with 
the  cheaper  and  much  less 
efficient  nitrogen. 
One  lamp  may  have  a  thin 
film  of  moisture  on  the  in- 
side, while  the  other  is  per- 
fectly dry.  The  first  lamp 
will  have  a  much  shorter 
life  than  the  dry  one. 

Edison  Mazda  Lamps  arc  tip- 
less.  This  feature  increases 
their  ruggedness  by  over  25%. 
By  always  specifying  Edison 
Mazda  Lamps,  you  are  assured 
of  receiving  the  latest  scientific 
development  in  incandescent 
lighting. 

There  is  an  Edison 
Mazda  Lamp  Agent 
near  you.  There  you 
can  obtain  real  infor- 
mation about  good 
ligh  ting 


EDISON 

.MAZDA  LAMPS 

A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 


Chocola+e    Bar 


Registered 


jump 
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